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An E L E G Y 

WRITTEN IN A 

Country Church Yard, 

By Mr. Gray. 

TH £ Curfew tolls the knell of parting day^ 
The lowing herd wind flowly 6'cr the lea. 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me» 

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight^ 
And all the air a folemri ftillnefs holds. 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony nigbt» 
And drowfy tinklings lull theM^i^at folds'; 

Save that from yonde): ivy-mantled towV 
The mopeing owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
Moleft her ancient, foUtary reign« 

Beneath thofe ragged elms, that yew-tree's fhade. 
Where heaves the torf in many a mouldering heap* 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid> 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet deep. 
Vol. IV. A The 
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The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn, 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built ihed. 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the ecchoing horn. 
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn> 
Or buiy houfwife ply her evening care: 
No children run to lifp their iire's return. 
Or dimb his knees the envied klfs to fhare. 

Oft did the harVeft to their fickle yield. 
Their furrow oft the flubbom glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bowM the woods beneath their ilurdy (broke ! 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil. 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile. 
The ihort and fimple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of powV, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e*er gave. 
Await alike th* inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault. 
If Memory o'er their Tomb no Trophies raife. 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 
The pealing ai>them iwells the note of praife. 
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Can ftoried i;irn or animated buft 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath } 
Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duft. 
Or Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of Death ? 

Perhaps in this negleded fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway^4* 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

But knowledge to their ^es her ample page 
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne'er unroUi 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 

Full many a gem of pureft ray ferenCj, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Foil many a flower is born to blufh unfeen^ 
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air. 

Some village-Hampden^ that with dauntlefs breaft 
The little Tyrant of his fields withfl:ood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may icSt, 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's bloo4* 

Th' applaufe of lifl'ning fenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to deipife. 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land» 
And read their hift'ry in a nation's eyca 
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Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib*d alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Porbad to wade through daughter to a throne. 
And ihut the gates of mercy on mankind. 

The flruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide. 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhame. 
Or heap the fhrinc of Luxury and Pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrifc. 
Their fober wifhes never learn'd to ftray ; 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n thefe bones from infult to proteft 
Some frail memorial ftill erefted nigh. 
With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture decked. 
Implores the pafling tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th' unlettered Mufe, 
The place of fame and elegy fupply : 
And many a holy text around fhe ftrews. 
That teach the ruftic moralift to dye. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey. 
This pleafing anxious being e'er refign'd. 
Left the warm precinfts of the chearful day. 
Nor caft one longing lingering look behind ? 
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On fome fond breaft the pvting foal relies. 
Some pious dx«ps the clofing eye requires ; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n in our Afhes live their wonted Fires. 

For thee, who mindful of th* unhonour'd Dead 
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred Spirit ihall inquire thy fate. 

Haply fome hoary-headed Swain may fay, 

* Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

* Bruihing with hafty fteps the dews away 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

* Th^e at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
' That wreathes its old fantailic roots fo high, 

* His liftlefs length at noon-tide wou'd he ftretcb, 

* And pore uppn the brook that babbles by* 

' Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcom, 
' Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove; 

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

< Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 
t Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree : 
« Another came ; nor yet befide the rill, 

* Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he, 

A3 ' TJie 



V The iitkl With dirges doe in fad array 

' Slow through the church-way path we faW him bdrtt^ 

* Approach and read (for thou can 'ft read) the lay, 

• Grav'd on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn. 

The EPITAPH. 

TT£R£ refit his head upon the lap $/ Earth 
A Touth to Fortune and to Fame unknonun^ 
Fair Science frowned not on his humble hirth. 
And Melancholy marked him for her own. 

Large nvas his bounty y and his foul Jincere^ 

Heaven did a recompence as largely fend: 

He gave to Mis'*ry all he had, a tear. 

He gained from Heavn (Wtvas all hcwiflPd) a friends 

No farther feek his merits to difchfe^ 
Or drqwj his frailties from their dread abode^ 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 
^Jfe bofom of his Father and his God, 
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HYMN to ADVERSITY. 

By the Same. 

DAUGHTER of Jove, rclendcfs Power, 
Thou Tamer of the human breaft, 
Whofe iron fcourge and tortVing hour 

The Bad affright, afHid the Beft ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The Proud are taught to tafte of pain. 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfell; before, unpitied and alpn;. 

When firft tliy Sire to fend on earth 

Virtue, his darlinA Child, defignM, 
To thee he gave the heav'nly Birth, 

And bad to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged Nurfe I thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year ihe bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad*ft her know. 
And from her own ihe learned to melt at others* woe. 

Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 
Self.pleafing Folly*s idle brood. 

Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy, 

And leave us leifure to be good. 
Light they difperfe, and with them go 
The fummer Friend, the flatt'ring Foe; 
By vain Proijperity received. 
To her they vow their truth, and are again believed. 

A 4 Wifdom 
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Wifdom in fable garb array*d» 

Immers'd in rapt'rous thonght profound. 
And Melancholy, filent maid 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 
Still on thy folemn fteps attend : 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral friend. 
With juftice to herfelf fevere. 
And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear. 

Oh ! gently on thy Suppliant^s head. 

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand ! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad. 

Nor circled with the vengeful Band 
(As by the Impious thou art feen) 
With thund'ring voice, and threatening mien. 
With fcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Defpair, and fell Difeafc, and ghaftly Poverty. 

Thy form benign, oh Goddefs, wear. 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy philofophic Train be there 

To foften, not to wound my heart. 
The gen'rous fpark cxtindt revive. 
Teach me to love, and to forgive, 
£xa6i my own defefls to fcan. 
What others are to feel, and know myfelf a Man. 
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EDUCATION, 



POEM: In Two Cantos. 

Written in Imitation of the Style and Manner 

O F 

SPENSERs Fairy Qu:een, 

Infcribed to Lady L a n g h a m. 

Widow of Sir John L a n g h a m, Bart. 

By Gilbert West, Efq; 

■ 

Unum Jftuiium I'ere liberale eft, quod liberum facit. H§c 
fafientitt Jfudium efi^ fublimty forte^ magmanimum: tse- 
tera fujilla ^ fuerilia funt. — Plus Jcire «velle quamfit ^ 
fat is intemferantiit genus ejl, ^/V, quod ifla liber alium 
artium confeQatio molefiosy fverbofosj intempefti'voSy fibi 
flacentesfacity isf idea non dicentes necejffariay quiafuper" 
<uacua didicerunt. Sen. £p. 88. 

O Goodly Discipline ! fromheav'n y-fprong ! 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts refin'd ! 
To whom the Graces ^ and the Nine belong : 
O ! bid thofe Graces ^ in fair chorus join'd 

3 With 
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With each bright Virtue that adorns the mind! 

bid the Mufes^ thine harmonious train. 
Who by thy aid erfl humaniz'd mankind, 
Infpire, diredl, and moralize the fbrain. 

That doth eflay to teach thy treafures how to gain \ 

And Thou, whofe pious and maternal care. 
The fubftitute of heavenly Providence, 
With tendered love my orphan life did rear. 
And train me up to manly fbrength and fenfe ; 
With mildeft awe, and virtuous influence, 
Direfting my unpradlis'd wayward feet 
To the fmooth walks of Truth and Innocence ; 
Where Happinefs heart-felt, Contentment fweet, 
Fhilofophy divine aye hold their bleft retreat. 

Thou, moftbelov'd, mofthonour'd, moftrever'd! 

Accept this verfe, to thy large merit due ! 

And blame me not, if by each tye endear'd^ 

Of nature, gratitude, and friendfhip true. 

The whiles this moral thefis I purfue. 

And trace the flan of goodly J Nurture o'er, 

1 bring thy modeft virtues into view ; 

And proudly boafl that from thy precious flore. 
Which erft enrich'd my heart, I drew this facred lore. 

And 

% Nurture, Education. 
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And thus, I ween, thus ihall I bed repay 

The valued gifts, thy careful love bedowM ; 

If imitating Thee, well as I may, 

I labour to difFufe th* important good ; 

'Till this great truth by all be underftood; 
That all the pious duties which we owe. 
Our parents, friends, our country and our God; 

" The feeds of every virtue here below. 

From Difcipline alone, and early Culture grow. 

CANTO L 

ARGUMENT. 

^e Knight, as to + PjediaV houfe 

He bis young Son conveys. 
Is Ji aid by Custom; m:ith bimfghts. 

And bis njain pride difmays. 

A Gentle Knight there was, whofe noble deeds 
O'er Fairy Land by Fame were blazoned round : 
For warlike enterprize, and fage J areeds 
£mong the chief alike was he renown'd ; 

Whence 

•f- Fadta is a Greek word, fignifylng Educatimi. 
X Areeds, counfels. 
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Whence with the marks of higheft honours crown'd 
By Glorian Ay in domeftick peace. 
That port, to which the wife are ever bound. 
He anchored was, and chang'd the toffing feas 

Of bufUing bufy life, for calm fequefter'd eafe. 

II. 
There in domeftick virtue rich and great 
As erft in publick, 'mid his wide domain. 
Long in primaeval patriarchal ftate. 
The lord, the judge, the father of the plain» 
He dwelt ; and with him, in the golden chain 
Of wedded faith y-link'd, a matron fagc 
Aye dwelt j fweet partner of his joy and pain. 
Sweet charmer of his youth, friend of his age, 

Skiird to improve his blifs, his forrows to a^uage. 

III. 

From this fair union, not of fordid gain^ 

But merit fimilar and mutual love. 

True fource of lineal virtue, fprung a train 

Of youths and virgins ; like the beauteous grove. 

Which round the temple of Olympick Jo^vey 

Begirt with youthful bloom the % parent tree, 

TYit /acred olive i whence old Elis wove 

Her 

X Parent tree^ the facred oli'ue,'] I'his tree grew in the 
Altis, or /acred groove of Olympick Jupiter at Olympia, 
having^ as the Eleans pretended^ been originally planted 
there by Hercules. // wa$ efteetned /acred^ and /rom that 
m:ere taken the Olympick crowns. See Paufanias. Eliac. 
and the DifTertation on the Olympick Games. 
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Her verdant crowns of peaceful vi6lory. 
The J guerdons of bold ftrength, and fwift adivity, 

IV. 
So round their noble parents goodly rofe 
Thefc generous fcyons ; they with watchful care 
Stilly as the fwelling paifions gan difclofc 
The buds of future virtues^ did prepare 
With prudent culture the young Ihoots to rear : 
And aye in this endearing pious toil 
They by a * Palmer fage inlbudled were. 
Who fi-om deep thought and fludious fearch erewhile 
Had learnt to mend the heart, and till the human foil. 

V. 
For by coeleftial Wijdom whilom led 
Through all th' apartments of th' immortal mind. 
He view'd the fecret ftores, and mark'd the || fted 
To judgment, wit, and memory aflign*d ; 
And how fenfation and reflection joined 
To fill with images her darkfome grotte. 
Where varioufly disjointed or combined. 
As reafon, fancy, or opinion wrought. 
Their various mafes they play 'd,and fed her penfivc thought. 

VI. Alfc 



J Guerdons f rewards. 

* Palmer^ pilgrim. 7he ferfon here Jtgnijied is Mr. 
Locke, chara£ieri%'d hy bis works » 
H Sted, place, ftation. 
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VI. 

^ Alfe througli die fields oi Science had he ftray^d 
With eager fearch, and fent his piercing eye 
Through each leam'dycAW, e2Jc\kpbilojapbickJbade^ 
Where Truth and Virtue erft were deem'd to lie ; 
If haply the fair vagrants he f mote fpy^ 
Or hear the mufick of their charming lore : 
Bat ail unable there to fadsfy 
His curious foul, he tum'd him to explore 

Tht /acred njorit of Faith I to learn, believe, adore. 

VII. 
Thence foe profefs'd of Faljhood and Deceit ^ 
Thofe fly artificers of tyranny, 
X Aye holding up before uncertain feet 
His faithful light, to Knowledge^ Libertj, 
Mankind he led, to Ci<vil Policy ^ 
And mild Religion'^ charitable law ; 
That fram'd by Mercy and Benignity 
The perfecudng f^yord forbids to draw. 

And free-created fouls with penal terrours awe. 

VIII. 
I Ne with thefe glorious gifts elate and vain 
LockM he his wifdom up in churlifh pride; 
But, (looping from his height, would even deign 
The feeble fteps of Infancy to guide. 



Eternal 



• Aifej alfo, further, + Mote, might. 
X Ayh ever. H iV>, nor. 
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Eternal glory Him therefore betide ! 

Let every generous youth his praife proclaim ! 

Who, wandering through the world^s rude forcfl wide. 

By him hath been y-taught his courfe to frame 

To Virtue* s fweet abodes, and heav'n-afpiring Famei 

IX. 
For this the Fairy Knight with anxious thought. 
And fond paternal care his counfel pray'd ; 
And him of gentlefl courtefy befought 
His guidance to vouchfafe and friendly aid ; 
The while his tender offspring he convey'd. 
Through devious paths to that fecure retreat; 
Where fage P^dia, with each tuneful maid. 
On a wide mount had fix'd her rural feat, 

*Mid flowery gardens placed, untrod by vulgar feet. 

X. 
And now forth-pacing with his blooming heir. 
And that fame virtuous F aimer them to guide ; 
Arm'd all to point, and on a courfer fair 
Y-mounted high, in military pride. 
His little train before he flow did ride. 
Him eke behind a gentle /quire || enfues. 
With his young lordzye marching fide by fide. 
His coonfellour and guard, in goodly % thews. 

Who well had been brought up, and nurs'd by every Mufe. 

XI. Thus 

I EnJueSf follows. X ^^^^^9 manners. 
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XL 
Thus as their plcafing journey they purfued. 
With chearful argument beguiling pain ; 
Ere long defcending from an hill they view'd 
Beneath their eyes out-ftretch^d a fpacious plain^ 
That fruitful fhew'd, and apt for every grain. 
For paftures, vines and flowVs; while Nature fair 
Sweet-fmiling all around with countenance % fain 
Seem'd to demand the tiller's art and care. 

Her wildnefs to corre6l^ her lavifh wafte repair. 

XII. 
Kight good, I ween, and bounteous was the foil. 
Aye wont in happy feafons to repay 
With tenfold ufury the peafant's toil. 
But now 'twas ruin all, and wild decay ; 
Vntiird the garden and the fallow lay. 
The (heep-lhome down with barren || brakes o'ergrown » 
The whiles the merry peafants fport and play. 
All as the publick evil were unknown. 

Or every publick care from every bread wa^ flown. 

XIII. 
AftonifhM at a fcene at once fo fair 
And fo deform'd ; with wonder and delight 
At man^s negleft, and Nature's bounty rare. 
In fladious thought a-while the Fairy Knight, 

Bent 

J Fain, eameft, eager. || Brakes, briars. 



JSent on that goodly J lond his eager fight : 
Then Forward rdfti'd, impatient to defcry 
What towns and caftles there- in were || empigkt ; 
For towns him feem'd, and caftles he did fpy. 

As to th^ horizon round he ftretch'd his roaming eye. 

XIV. 
Nor long way had they travell'd, ere they came 
To a wide flream, that with tumultuous roar 
Emongft rude rocks its winding courfe did frame. 
Black was the wave and fordid^ cover'd o'er 
With angry foam, and ftain'd with infants* gore. 
Thereto along th' unlovely margin flood 
A birchen grove, that waving from the fhore. 
Aye caft upon the tide its falling bud. 

And with its bitter juice empoifon'd all the flood. 

XV. 
Right in the centre of the vale cmpight. 
Not diftant far a. forked mount at n rdfe; 
In outward form prefenting to the fight 
That fam*d Parna/pan hill, on whofe fair brows 
The Nim Aonian Sifters wont repofe; 
Lift*ning to fweet Caftalia% founding ikeam. 
Which through the plains of C/Vr^/i murm'ring flows. 
But This to That compared mote juftly feem 

Ne fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's efteem. 
Vol. IV. B XVI. For 

> 
X Londy land. ]| Empigbty placed. 
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XVI. 

For this nor founded deep, nor fpredden vfide. 
Nor high up-rais'd above the level plain, 
By toiling art through tedious years applied. 
From various parts compiPd with fhidious pain» 
Was J erft up-thrown ; if fo it mote attain. 
Like thzt peetick mountain, to be || hight 
The noble feat of Learning's goodly train. 
Thereto, the more to captivate the fight. 

It like a garden fair mofl curioufly was J dight. 

XVII. 
In figured plots witli leafy walls inclosed. 
By meafure and by rule it was out-layM ; 
With fymmetry fo regular diipos^d. 
That plot to plot dill anfwer'd, (hade to (hade; 
Each correfpondent twain alike arrayed 
With like embellifhments of plants and flow*rs» 
Of ftatues, vafes, fpouting founts, that played 
Through (hells of Tritons their afcending fhow^rs. 

And labyrinths involved and trelice-woven bowers. 

XVIII. 
There likewife mote be feen on every fide 
The yew obedient to the planter's will. 
And (hapely box of all their branching pride 
Ungcntly fhomc, and with prepoftcrous (kill 

t £r/?, formerly. || iFfij^^ called, named. ^ Dight, drctt. 
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To various beafts and birds of fundry qiiill 
Transform'dy and human (hapes of monfh'ous fize ; 
Huge as that giant-race, who, hill on hill 
High-heaping, fought with impious vain J emprizc, 

Defpight of thund'ring Jtwe^ to fcalc the ftcepy (kies. 

XIX. 
Alfe other wonders of the fportive (hears 
Fair Nature mif-adorning there were found ; 
Globes, fpiral columns, pyramids and piers 
With fprouting urns and budding ftatues crownM^ 
And horizontal dials on the ground 
In living box by cunning ardits traced; 
And gallies trim, on no long voyage bound. 
But by their roots there ever anchored fall, 

I All were their bellying fails out-fpread to t^txy blaft. 

XX. 
0*er all appearM the mountain's forked browt 
With terraiTes on terraiTes up-thrown ; 
And all along arranged in ordered rows. 
And vifto's broad, the velvet dopes adown 
The ever-verdant trees of Daphne (hone. 
But aliens to the clime, and brought of old 
From Latian plains, and Grecian HelicoMp 
They (hrunk and languiih'd in a foreign mold. 

By changeful funamers ftarv'd, and pinched by winter's cold. 

B 2 XXL Amid 

X Emprize, enterprize, attexnpt. 

II All^ujed/requentlj by tbioldlLii^i^h potts/or li^i-xhoxi^. 



[ 2o] 

XXI. 

Amid this verdant grove with folemn ftate^ 
On golden thrones of antique form redin'd. 
In mimick majefty Nine Virgins fate. 
In features various, as unlike in mind : 
Alfe boaHed they themfelves of heav'nly kind. 
And to the fweet Parnaffian Nymphs allied; 
Thence round their brovtrs the Delpbick bay they twin'd. 
And matching with high names their apifti pride. 
O'er every lesLmtd/cbml aye claimed they to prefide. 

XXII/ 
In antique garbs, for modex^ thty difddn'd. 
By Greek and Roman artifts || whilom made. 
Of various woofs, and varioufly diflain'd 
With tints of ev'ry hue, were they array 'd ; 
And here and there ambitioufly difplay'd 
A purple fhred of fome rich robe, prepared 
Erft by the Mu/es or th' Aonian Maid^ 
To deck great Tullius or the Mantuan Bard; 
Which o'er each motley veft with uncouth fplendor glared. 

XXIII. 
And well their outward vefture did exprefs 
The bent and habit of their inward mind, 
Affeding Wifdom's antiquated drcfs. 
And ufages by Time caft far behind. 

Thence, 

J Whilom, formerly. 



7 hence, to the charms of younger Science blind. 
The cuHonis, laiys, the learning, art^ aod phrafe 
Of their own countries they with fcorn declined ; 
t^e /acred Truth herfelf would they embrace. 

Unwarranted, }mknown in their fo^e-fathers* days. 

XXIV. 
Thus ever backward calling their furvey ; 
To Romis old ruins and the groves forlorn 
Of elder Athens^ which in profpedl lay ' 

Stretched out beneath the mountain, would they turn 
Theii^ bufy fearch, and o*er the rubbifh mourn. 
Then gathering up with fuperfHtious care. 
Each little fcrap, however foul or torn. 
In grave harangues they bpldly wovild declare^ 

This Etmius^ Varro i This the Stagyrite did wear. 

XXV. 
Yet, under names of venerable found. 
Wide o'er the world they ftretch'd their aweful rod ; 
Through all the provinces of Learning own'd 
Fpr teachers of whatever is wife and good. 
Alfe from each region to their % drad abode 
Came youths unnumbered, crouding all to talle 
The /reams of Science; which united flow*d 
^down the mount, from nine rich fources cafl; 

«^nd to the vale below in one rude torrent pafs^d. 

B 3 XXVI. O'er 

X Drad, dreadful. 
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XXVI. 

O'er every fource, protcftrefs of the ftreani> 
One of thofe Virgin Sifters did prefide; 
Who, dignifying with her noble name 
Her pfoper flood, aye pour'd into the tide 
The heauy vapours oi fcbolaftick pride 
Defpotical and abjedl, bold and blind. 
Fierce in debate, and forward to decide ; 
Vain love of praife, with adulation joinM* 

And diiingenuoas fcorn, and impotence of mind. 

XXVII. 
Extending from the hill on every fide. 
In circuit vaft a verdant Valley fpread ; 
Acrofs whofe uniform flat bofom glide 
Ten thottfand ftreams, in winding mazes led. 
By various fluices from one common head ; 
A turbid mafs of waters, vaft, profound, 
Hight of Philology the lake ; and fed 
By that rude torrent, which with roaring found 

Came tumbling from the hill, and flow'd the level round. 

XXVIII. 
And every where this fpacious valley o'er, 
Faft by each ftream was feen a numerous throng 
Of beardlefs ftriplings to the birch -crown'd (horc. 
By nurfes, guardians, fathers dragg'd along : 

Who 
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Who helplefsy meek, and innocent of ii(ax)ng^ 
Were torn relufUnt from the tender fide 
Of their fond mothers, and by \faitours fbong. 
By pow'r made infolent, and hard by pride. 
Were driv'n with furious rage, and laih'd into the tide. 

XXIX. 

On the rude bank with trembling feet they Hood, 
And calling round their oft-reverted eyes. 
If haply they mote Ycape the hated flood, 
Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries ; 
But far away th* unheeding father flies, 
ConibrainM his ftrong compundions to reprefs^ 
While dofe behind, alTuming the difguife 
Of nurturing care, and fmiling tendemefs. 

With fecret fcourges arm'd thofe grieily faitours prefs. 

XXX. 
As on the fteepy margin of a brook. 
When the young fun with flowery Maia rides. 
With innocent difmay a bleating flock 
Croud back, affrighted at the rolling tides : 
The fliepherd-fwain at firft exhorting chides 
Their J feely fear ; at length impatient grown. 
With his rude crook he wounds their tender fidei ; 
And all regardlefs of their piteous moan. 

Into the dafliing wave compels them furious down. 

B 4 XXXI. Thus 

J Faitour, doer, ftom/aire to do, znd /ait deed, com- 
monly u/ed hy Spenfer in a badfenfe, J ^telft fmiple. 
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XXXI. 

Thus urg'd by maft'ring Fear and dorrous J 7 ten 
Into the current plunged that infant croud. 
Right piteous was the fpedtacle, I ween. 
Of tender Uriplings ilain'd with tears and blood. 
Perforce conflidling with the bitter flood ; 
And labouring to attain the diflant fhore. 
Where holding forth the go^n of manhood flood 
TYizJiren Liberty, and ever-more 

Sollicited their hearts with her inchanting lore. 

XXXII. 
Irkfome and long the pafTage was, perplex'd 
With rugged rocks on which the raving tide 
By fudden burfts of angry tempefts vex'd 
Oft dalh'd the youth, whofe ftrength mote ill abide 
With head up-lifted o'er the waves to ride. 
Whence many wearied ere they had o'er-paft 
The niiddle ftream (for they in vain have tried) 
Again returned || aftounded ai^d aghaft j 

Ne one regardful look would ever backward caft. 

XXXIII. 
Some, of a rugged, more enduring frame. 
Their toilfome courfe with patient pain purfu'd ; 
And tho' with many a bruifc and % muchel blame. 
Eft hanging on the rocks, and eft embru'd 

Deep 

4T^f/f,p5Lin,grief || ^/c^wir^^aflonifh'd. % MucM,m\ich, 
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I)eep in the muddy ftream, with hearts fubda'd 
And quaird by labour^ gained the fhore at lail. 
But in life's pradtick f lear unikill'd and rude, 
For^ to x!tk2X forked bill they fdent pac'd; 

Where hid in ftudious fhades their fruitlefs hours they waile, 

XXXIV. 
Others of rich and noble lineage bred. 
Though lyith the croud to pafs the flood condrain'd. 
Yet o'er the crags with fond indulgence led 
By hireling guides and in all depths fuflainMy 
Skimm'd lightly o'er the tide, undipt> unflain*d. 
Save with the fprinkling of the wat'ry fpray : 
And aye their proud prerogative maintained. 
Of ignorance and eafe and wanton play. 

Soft harbingers of vice, and prsmature decay. 

XXXV. 
A few, alas, how few ! by Heav'n's high will 
With fubtile fpirits endowed and fmews ftrong, 
• Albe fore % mated by the tempefls fhrill. 
That bellow'd fierce and rife the rocks among. 
By their own natifje vigour borne along 
Cut briikly through the waves ; and forces new 
Gathering from toil, ^d ardor from the throng 
Of rival youths, outftript the labouring crew. 

And to the true || Parnajfe^ and heav'n-thron'd glory flew. 

XXXVI. Dire 

•\ Lear, learning. * Jlbe^ although. 

J MaUd, amazed, feared. || Parnajfe, ParnafTus. 
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XXXVI. 
Dirr was the tnmiilt, and from erery fligre 
Difovtiaiit ecchoes flmck the deafenM ear, 
Heart-dirilliDg cries, with fobs and f fingoks fore 
Short'interrapted, the imploring tear. 
And farioas ftripes, and angiy threats fevere. 
Confusedly mingled with the jarring found 
Of all the various Speeches that * while-ear 
On Sbinars wide-fpread champain did aftound 

High J?i7^e/*s builders vain, andtheirproud works confound* 

XXXVIl. 
Much was the Knight empaffionM at the fcene. 
But more his blooming ion, whofe tender breafl 
Empierced deep with fympathizing teen 
On his pale cheek the figns of dread imprefs*d. 
And £ll'd his eyes with tears, which fore diflrefs'd 
Up to his iire he raisM in moamful wife ; 
Who with fweet fmiles paternal foon redrefs'd 
His troablous dioughts, and cleared each fad furmife; 

Then turns his ready (teed, and on his journey hies. 

XXXVIII. 
But far he had not march'd ere he was ftayM 
By a rude voice, that like th' united found 

Of (houting myriads, through the valley bray'd. 
And fhook the groves, the floods, and folid ground : 

The 

f Singults, iighs. * While-ear^ formcriy. 
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The diftant hills rebellowed all around. 
** Arrell, Sir Knight, it cried, thy fond career, 
'* Nor with prefumptuous difobedience wound 
** That aweful majefty, which all revere f 

** In my commands, Sir Knight, the voice of nations hear ? 

XXXIX. 
Quick turn'd the Knight, and faw upon the plain 
Advancing towards him with impetuous gate^ 
And vifage all inflamed wjth fierce difdain, 
A monftrous Giant, on whofe brow elate 
Shone the bright enfign of imperial ftate ; 
Albeit lawful kingdom he had none ; 
But laws and kingdoms wont he oft create. 
And oft'times over both ereft his throne. 

While fenatcs, priefts and kings his f fovran fceptre own. 

XL. 
Custom he hight; and aye in every land 
Ufurp'd dominion with defpotick fway 
O'er all he holds ; and to his high command 
Conilrains even fhibborn Nature to obey ; 
Whom difpofleiTing oft, he doth afTay 

To govern in her right : and with a pace 
So foft and gentle doth he win his way. 
That fhe unwares is caught in his eip brace. 
And tho' deflowr'd and thrall'd noughtfeels her foul difgrace, 

XLI. For 

f Sovran, for fovereign. 
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XLI. 
For nurturing* even firom their tendVeft agC| 
The docile fons of men withoaten pain. 
By difciplines and rules to eveiy ftage 
Of life accommodate, he doth them train 
InknGbly to wear and hag his chain. 
Alfe his behefb or gentle or fevere. 
Or good or noxious, rational or vdn. 
He craftily perfuades them to revere. 
As inftitutions fage, and venerable lear. 

XLII. 
Protedor therefore of thst forked hi//. 
And mighty patron ofthokSiflers Nincp 
Who there enthroned, with many a copious rill 
Feed the ftdl dreams, that through the valley (hine^ 
He deemed was ; and aye with rites divine, 

* Like thofe, which Sparta* z hardy race of yore 
Were wont perform at fell Diana's ftirine. 

He doth conflrain his vafTals to adore 
Perforce their facred names, and learn their facred lore. 

XLIII. 
And to the Fairy Knight now drawing near, 
,With voice terrifick and imperious mien, 
(All was he wont lefs dreadful to appear. 
When known and pradtifed than at diflance feen] 

And 

* Tz&f liacedemonians in order to make their chiidren 
hardy and endure pain ivitf^ cojifiancy and courage^ <voere ac- 
cvftomedto caufe them to it fcourged very fcverely. And I 

myfeif 



And kingly (tretching jbith his fceptre fhten. 
Him he )!Oinxnaftdeth, upon threatened pailt 
Of liis difpleafure high and vengeance keen. 
From his rebellious purpofe to refrain. 

And all due honours pay to Learning^ s rev Vend train. 

XLIV. 
So faying and foreftalling all reply. 
His peremptory hand without delay. 
As one who little cared to juftify 
His princely will, long us'd to boundlefs fway. 
Upon the Fairy Toutb with great difmay 
In every quaking limb convulsed, he lay'd : 
And proudly ftalking o'er the verdant f lay. 
Him to ^oit fcientifick fit earns convey 'd» 

With many his young compeers therein to be % embay M« 

XLV. 
The Knight his tender fon's difbefsful || dour 
Perceiving, fwift to his afliftance flew : 
Ne vainly ftay'd to deprecate that pow V, 
Which from fubmiifion aye more haughty grew. 
For that proud Giant's force he wifely knew. 
Not to be meanly dreaded, nor defy'd 
With rafti prefumption 5 and with courage true. 
Rather than ftep from Virtue's paths afide. 

Oft had he iingly fcom'd his all difmaying pride. 

fnyfelf (fays Plutarch, in his life of Lycurgus) ha've feen 
federal of them endure whipping to death, at the foot of the 
altar of Diana Jurnamed Orthia. 

t Lay^ mead % Embay d^ bathed, dipt. || ^tour, 
trouble, misfortune, ^c. 
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XLVI. 

And now, dilciaimiig parle, his conifer hot 

He fiercely prick'd, and couched his vengefol fpear; 

Where-with the Giant he fo mdely finot. 

That him perforce conftrain^d to * wend aneir. 

Who, much abafli'd at fnch reboke fcvcrc. 

Yet his accuftom'd pride recovering foon, 

Forth-with his maffy fceptre gan op-rear ; 

For other warlike weapon he had none, 

Ne other him behoved to quell his boldeft f fbne. 

XLVII. 
With that enormous mace the Fairy Knight 
So fore he X ^^» ^^^ ^^ ^^ armour X bray'd. 
To pieces well-nigh riven with the might 
Of fo tempeihiocs flrokes : but He was flayM, 
And ever with deliberate valour weighed 
The fudden changes of the doubtfiil fray ; 
From cautious prudence oft deriving aid. 
When force unequal did him hard afiay : 

So lightly from his fteed he leapt upon the lay. 

XLVIII. 
Then fwiftly drawing forth his H trenchant blade. 
High o'er his head he held his fenceftd fhield j 
And warily fore-cafting to evade 
The GiANT*s furious arm, about him wheePd, 

With 

* Ifend arrear, move backwards. + Fone^ foes. 

X Bety beat; brafd^ refounded. \ TrsnchanU cutting. 
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With rcftlefs ftcps aye traverfing the field. 
And ever as his foe's intemperate pride^ 
Through rage defencelefs, mote advantage yidd. 
With his Iharp fword fo oft he did him * gride. 

That Ms gold-fandaPd feet in crimfon floods weredy«d. 

XLIX. 
His bafer parts he maim*d widi many a wound; 
But far above his utmoft reach were f pight 
The forts of life : nc ever to confound 
With utter ruin, and abolifh quite 
A power fo piiiilant by his fingle might 
Did he prefume to hope : Himfelf alone 
From lawlefs force to free, in bloody £ght 
He ftood ; content to bow to Custom's throne. 

So Rs A SON mote not blufh his fovran role to own. 

So well he warded, and fo fiercely prcfs'd 
His foe, that weary wex'd he of the fray j 
Yet X nould he algates lower his haughty crcft ; 
But maiking in contempt his fore difmay, 
Difdainfully released the trembling prey. 
As one unworthy of his princely care : 
Then proudly cafting on the warlike \\/ay 
A (mile of fcom and pity, through the air 
Gan blow his fhrilliag horn ; the blafl was heard afar. 

LI. Eft- 

* GriJe, cut, hack. f Pig^^, placed. J NottlJ 
he algateSi would not by any means. H Fay, fairy. 
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LI. 

Eftfoons aftoniih'd at th^ alarming foancf. 
The fignal of diftrefs and hoftile wrongs 
Confufedly trooping from all quarters round. 
Came pouring o^er the plain a numerous throng[ 
Of every fex and order, old and young ; 
The vaffals of great Custom's wide domaift^ 
Who to his lore inur'd by ufage long. 

His every fummons heard with pleafure faiii. 
And felt his every wound with fympathetick pain. 

LII. 

They, when their bleeding iing they did behold. 

And faw an armed Knight him Handing near. 

Attended by that ? aimer fage and bold ; 

Whofe vent'rous fearch of devious Truth while-caf 

Spread through the realms of Learning horrors drear, 

Y-feized were at firft with terrors great ; 

And in their boding hea'rts began to feaf, 

Difiention factious, controverfial hate. 
And innovations ftrange in Custom's peaceful fiate. 

LIII. 

But when they faw the KnigHt his fauchion fheathc. 

And climbing to his fteed march thence away. 

With all his hoflile train, they gan to breathe 

With freer fpirit, and with afped gay 

8001 
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Soon chaced the gathering doads of black affiray. 
AKe their great monarch, cheared with the view 
Of myriads, who confefs^d his fovran fway. 
His raffled pride began to plume anew ; 

And on his bugle clear a ilrain of triumph blew. 

LIV. 
There-at the multitude, that ftood around. 
Sent up at once a univcrfal roar 
Of boifterous joy : the fudden-burfting found. 
Like the explolion of a warlike flore 
Of nitrous grain, th* afflidled * welkin tore. 
Then turning towards the Knight> with fcoffings lewd, 
Heart-]^erdng infuits, and revilings fore. 
Loud burfts of laughtet vain, and hiffes rude. 

As through the throi^ %f pafs*d, his parting fleps purftted. 

LV. 
Alfe^om xhztfiridd'iill the boafled feat 
Of fiodious P^my and mild Vbilofophy, 
li^^^ant miiln^iirs mote b«^ ^|^d to threat, 

^Sinfteringtheiri'age; €iLt^^g!fy^ Infatiy^ 
Rouz^d from her den of baf^^bfcurity 
By thofe fame MaidemtjUui began to (bund 
Her brazen trump of black^i^ing obloquy; 
While 5tf/iV#, with dark clouds encompaft round. 

Sharp, fecret arrows ihot, and aim'd his back to wound. 

C LVL But 

• Wilkin^ fky. -■'■:■■■'■ 
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LVI. 

But the brave Fa»t Knight no wliit difinay^d 

Held on his peaceful joorney o^er die plain ; 

With curioos eft obi^rving, as heftray^d 

Through the wide provinces of Custom^s leign. 

What mote afrefh admoniih him remain 

Faft by his virtooos pnrpofe; all aromid 

So many objeds mov'd his jnft difdain ; 

Him feem^d that nothing faioos, nodiing found 
In city, village^ bow*r, or cafile snote be fbond. 

LVII. 
. Invillage, city, caftTfi bowVandhall, 

Each fex, each age^ each order and deg ree ^ 

To vice' and idle fport diandon'd all. 

Kept one perpetnal genera] jnbflee* 

Ne foffered ought difturb their merry glee ; 

Ne fenie of private loisy ne pnblick woes, 

Refbaint of law. Religion's drad deciee, 

Inteftine'dcfolation, foreign foes, [dirows. 

Nor heaven's tempeftuons threats, nor eardi's convdfive 

Lvm. 

Bat chidly they whom Heaven's diQ>ofing hand 
Had feated high on Fortune's upper ftage; 
And placed wid&in dieir call the facred band 

That waits on Nurture and Inftru£kioii ii^ 

i . . If 
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If haply their wife * hefts mote them engage 

To dimb through knowledge to more noble praife ; 

And as they mount, enlighten every age 

With the bright influence of fair Virtue's rays; 
Which from the atvefol heights of Grandeur brighter Uaze. 

UX. 

They, O penrerfe and bafe ingratitude! 

'Defpiiing the great ends of Providende» 

For which above their mates they were endued 

With wealth, authority, and eminence. 

To the low fervices of brutal fenfe 
^ Abufed the means of pteafores move refin^d^ 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence; 

And fettering on her throne th* immortal mind. 
The guidance of heriealm to paffions wiM refignM. 

JLX. 

Hence thou^itlefs, ihamelefs, recklefs, {fixjdcbg 

Nought worthy of their kind dU they aflay ; 

But or benumbed with palfied Idkneis 

In moeriy living loi€er*d life away. 

Or by falfe tafte of pleafiue led aftray, 

For-ever wmd'mg in the fenfual bow*rs 

Of feverifli Debauch, and luftful Play, 

Spent on ignoble toils dieir adive powVs, 
And with untimely blafts difeu*d their vernal hours. 

C ^ Ev'n LXL 

* Hip, htbep, precepts, commands. 



[36] 

LXL 
Ev*]i ^bej, to whom kind Natnre did aoooid 
A hzmt more ddicate, and purer mmd, 

Thoogh the find brocbd and the wiDe-ftadnM bosid 
Of bea% C«ntf loadiingtfacj dedin^d. 
Yet tbeir foft hearts to idle jojrs re^;n'*d ; 
Like painted infeds, thioog^ the fammcr-air 
With random flig^ aye ranging onconfinM ; 
And tafling erery flower and bloffimi ha, 
Withooten any choke, withooten any care. 

Lxn. 

for choice them needed none, who only foaght 
With vain amofements to beguile die day ; 
And wherefore (hoold they take or care or thon^t. 
Whom Nature prompts, and Fortmie calls to play ? 
** Lords of the earth, be happy as ye may ? 
So leam'd, fo taaght the leaders of mankind ; 
Th* onreafoning vulgar willingly obey. 
And leaving toil and poverty behind. 
Ran forth by different ways the blifsful boon to find. 

LXIIL 
Nor tedious was the fearch ; for every where. 
As nigh great Custom's royal tow'rs the Xnioht 
Pafs'd through th* adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The merry voice of fe(tival Delight 

Saluting 



[37] 

Saludng the return of morning bright 
With matin-rovels, by the mid-day honrs 
Scarce ended ; and again with dewy nighty 
In coverM theatres^ or leafy bbw^rs 

Offering her evening-vows to Pliafure*s joyous powers. 

LXIV. 
And ever on the way mote he efpy 
Men, women^ children, a promifcaous throng 
Ofrichy poor, wife and fimple, low and high. 
By land, by water, pafling aye along 
With mummers, anticks, mufick, dance and fong. 
To Pleafure*z numerous temples, diat beiide 
The gliftening dreams, or tufted groves among. 
To every idle foot flood open wide. 

And every gay deiire with various joys fupplied. 

LXV. 
For there each heart with diverfe charms to move. 
The fly inchantrefs fummoned all her train : 
Alluring Fenus^ queen of vagrant love. 
The boon companion Bacchus loud and vain. 
And tricking Hermts, god of fraudful gain. 
Who, when blind Fortune throws, dire^ the die. 
And Pbeebus tuning his foft Lydian drain 
To wanton mpdons, and the lover^s figh. 

And thought-beguiling fliew, and maiking revelry. 

C J LXVI. Un- 
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LXVI. 

Unmeet al&dates there for noble youth. 
Who to true honour sneaneth to afpn*e ; 
And for the works of virtae, fyhh, and truth 
Would keep his manly faculties entire. 
The which avizing well, the cautious fire 
From that (oh ftren-land of Pieafaunee vain 
With timely hafte was minded to retire, 
♦ Or ere the fweet contagion mote attain 

His fon's unpradtic'd heart, yet free from ndous ftain. 

LXVII. 
So turning from that beaten road afide» 
Through many a devious path at length he paced, « 
As that experienced Palm$r did him guide, 
*Till to a mountain hoare they come at lail; 
Whofe high-rais'd brows with filvan honours graced, 
MajelHcally frown'd upon the plain. 
And over all an aweful horrour caft. 
SeemM as thofe villas gay it^did difdain. 

Which fpangled all the vale like Flord^s painted train. 

LXVIII. 
The hill afcending ftrait, ere-while they came 
To a tall grove, whofe thick embowMng fhade. 
Impervious to the fun^s meridian flame 
Ev'n at mid^noon a dubious twilight made ; 

? Qrerff before. 
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Like to that &ber lights which difarrayM 
Of all its gorgeous robe» with blunted beams. 
Through windows dim with holy a6ls poartray*df 
Along fome doiftef d abby faintly gleams, 
Ablba£ling ther$ipt thought from vain earth«-mufiag themes. 

LXIX. 

* 

Beneath this high o'er-arching canopy 
Of cluft^ring os^ks, a filvan colonnade. 
Aye Mining to the native melody 
Of birds fweet-ecchoing through the lonely ihadc. 
On to the centre of the grove they ftray'd ; 
Which, in a fpacious circle opening round. 
Within it's (helt'ring arms fecurely laid, 
Difdos'd to fudden view a vale pro&ond. 

With Nature's artlefs finiles and tranquil beauties aown'd. 

LXX. 
There, on the bails of an ancient pile, 
Whofe crofs furmojanted fpire o'erlook'd die ^ood^ 
A venerable Matron they ere-while 
Difcover*d have, befide a murmVing flood 
Reclining in right fad and penfive mood. 
Retired within her own abibrafted breaft. 
She feem'd o'er various lyoes by turns to brood ; . 
The which her changing chear by turns expreft. 

Now glowing with difdain, with grief now * over-keft. 

C 4 LXXI. Her 

r 

f Over-kefif forovcr-caft* 
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LXXI. 

Her thus immersed in anxious thought profound 
When-as the Kmght perceived, he nearer drew ; 
To weet what bitter bale did her aftound^ 
And whence th* occafion of her anguiih grew. 
For that right noble Matron well he knew ; 
And many perils huge, and labours fore 
Had for her fake endured ; her vafial true. 
Trained in ker love, and practiced evermore 

Her honour to reiped^ and reverence her lore. 

LXXir. 
O deareft drad ! he cried, fair iJIanJ queen! 
Mother of heroes ! emprefs of the main ! 
What means that ftormy brow of troublous teen ? 
* Sith heav'n-bom Peace, with all her fmiling train 
Of fciences and arts, adorns thy reign 
With wealth and knowledge, fplendoiir and renown ? 
Each port how throng'd ! how fruitful every plain ! 
How blithp the country ! and how gay the town ! 

While Uberiy fecures and heightens every boon ! 

LXXIII. 
AwakenM from her trance of penfive woe 
By thefe fair flattering words, (he rais'd her head ; 
And bending on the Knight her frowning brow, 
Mock'll thou my forrows^ Fairfi Son ? fhe faid. 

Or 

• Sithy fince, 
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Or IS tliy judgment by thy heart mifled 
To deem that certain, which Uiy hopes foggeft ? 
To deem them fbll of life and f luftihead, 
Whofe cheeks in Hebii vivid tints- are dreft. 

And with Jofz carelefs mien, and dimpled fmiles impieft ? 

LXXIV. 
Thy unfttfpe£ling heart how nobly good 
I know, how fangoine in thy country's caufe ! 
And mark*d thy virtue, £ngle how it ilood 
Th* afiaults of mighty CvstoM;^ which o'er-awea 
The faint and timorous mind, and pft withdraws 
From Reefin't lore th' ambitious and the vain. 
By the fweet lure pf popular applaufe, 
Againft their better knowledge, to maintain 

The lawlefs throne of Via, or Folly\ chjldiih reign. 

LXXV, 
How vaft his influence ! how wide his fway ! 
Thy felf ere- while by proof didft underftand : 
And faw'ft, as through his realms thou took'ft thy wiqr^ 
How Vice and Folly had o'er-fpread the land. 
And canft thou then, O Fairfs Son^ demand 
The reafon of my woe ? or hope to eafe 
The throbbings of my heart with fpeeches bland. 
And words more apt my forrows to increafe. 

The once-dear names of Wealthy and Liberty, and FemeeT 

LXXVI.P^iic^ 

f Lufiihead, ilrong health, vigour. 



[42] 

LXXVI. 
Teaety Weahb^ znA, Ziherty, that nobleft boon. 
Are bleffingt only to the ivi/e and good. 
To weak and ricioas nunds their worth onknowa 
' And thence abnfed bat ferve to fbmifh food 
For riot and debaach, a»d fire the blood 
With high-fpiced luxiuy ; whence &rife« debate. 
Ambition^ envy, FafUon's vip'rpos brood. 
Contempt of order, manners profligate ; 

The fymptoms of a fool* difeafed and bloated fiate. 

LXXVII. 
Ev^n Wit and Genius^ with their learned train 
Of Arts and Mufes, though from heav'n above 
Defcended, when their talents they prophane 
To rarnifti folly, kindle wanton love. 
And aid excentrick fceptic PrUe to rove 
Eeyond cetleftial Truth^s attra^ve fphere. 
This moral fyfienCs central fun ^ aye ]»ove 
•To their fond votaries a corfe fevere. 

And only make mankind xsixxt obftinately err. 

LXXVIII. 
And ftand my fons herein from cenfare clear ? 
Ha^e They confider'd well, and underftood 
Tl^ ufc and import of thofc bleffings dear. 
Which Ae great Lwdof Natun hath bcftow'd 



As 
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As wen to prove, as to reward tke good? 
Whence are thefe torrents then, tliefe hlBowj feas 
Of vice, iniRdiiek^ as in his j»oper flood. 
The fen Uviatban licentious plays. 

And apon ihip-wreck^d faith, and finking TirCoe preys? 

LXXIX. 
To you, ye Noble, Opolent and Great! 
With friendly voice I caU, andhoncftzeal! 
Upon yonr vital inflnences wait 
The health and fickneis of the common-weal ; 
The maladies yon canfe, -yonrfelves maft heal. 
In vain to the undiinking haiden'd crood 
WiU Truth and Ru^ make dieir jnft appeal ; 
In vain' win f acred Wifitm cry alood ; 

i^nd Jufiice drench in vain her vengefbl fwtfd in Udod, 

LXXX. 
With Yon mvA reformation firfl take place: 
Yoa are the head, the intdlednal mind 
Pf this vaft body politick ; whofe bafe. 
And Volgar limbs, to drudgery confign^d. 
All the rich ftores of Science have refign^d 
To You, that by die craftfman^s various toil. 
The fea-wom mariner, and fweating hind. 
In peace and affluence maintained, the while 

ypu, for yourfelves and them, may drds the mental {6&. 

LXXXI. Be- 
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LXXXI. 
Bediink yoa dien, my duldreoy of the tnift 
In yoa repos'd ; ne let your liea¥^n-boni mind 
Confume in jILaSutc, or nnadive raSti 
fiat nobfy fonfe you to the tafk affign^d. 
The godlike tafk to teach and mend mankind: 
Learn that ye may inftrnft : to virtoe lead 
YoorfelYes the way ; the herd will crond behind. 
And gather piecepts from each worthy deed : 

** Example is a leflbn, that all men can read. 

LXXXII. 
But if (to An or Moft I do not fpeak) 
In vain and fenfnal habits now grown old* 
The ftrong Grc^tam charm yoa cannot break. 
Nor re-afibme at will yoor native * moold. 
Yet envy not the ftate, you coold not hold ; 
And take compaffion on the rifing age ; 
In diem redeem yoor erroars manifold ; 
And, by dae difcipline and nortore fage. 

In Virtae^s lore betimes yoor docile fons engage. 

LXXXIII, 
Toa chiefly, who like me in fecret mourn 
The prevalence of Custom lewd and vain; 
And you, who, though by the rude torrent borne 
Unwillingly along you yield with pain 

To 

* Mwld^ fhape, fbmu 
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To his behefts, and 9& what 70a diidaia^ 
Yet nonrifh in your hearts die generous love 
Of piety and truth, no more reftrain 
The manly zeal; but all your finews more 

The prefent to reclaim, die future race improve! 

LXXXIV. 
Eftfoons by your joint efforts (hall be quelled 
Yon haughty Giant, who fo proudly iways 
A fcepte by repute alone upheld ; 
Who where he cannot didate ftrait obeys. 
AccuftomM to conform his flattering phraie 
To numbers and high-placed andiority. 
Your party he will join, your maxims praife. 
And drawing after all his menial fry. 

Soon teach the general voice your adt to radfy. 

LXXXV. 
Ne for th* atchievment of this great emprize 
The want of means or counfd may ye dread. 
From my Twin-Daughters* fruitful wombs fliall rife 
A race of lettered fages, deeply read 
In Learmttg*s various writ : by whom y-led 
Through each weU cultured plot, each beauteous grove. 
Where antique Wifdom whilom wont'to tread. 
With mingled glee and profit may ye rove. 

And call each virtuous plant, each tree of knowledge prove, 

LXXXVI. Your. 
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LXXXVI. 

YourTelvei with rirtae dins and knowledge fiang^ 
Of what, in ancient day^ of good or great 
Hiftorians, bards, philofophers have taught; 
Joined widi whatever eUe of modem date 
Matorer judgment, fearch more accurate 
Difcover'dhareof Nature, Man, and God, 
May by new kws reform tiie time-worn ftate 
Of cell-bred difdj^iney and fiau)Qdie the road 
That leads throiighXMnwi^^svaleto fiTi^^Mi'sbnghtdbode, 

Lxxxvn. 

By you invited to her iecret bowVs 

Then (hall Fjbdia reafcendlier throne 

With vivid laurels girt and fragrant flowers ; 

While from ikarforM mount descending down 

Yon fnperdlious pedant train fhall own 

Her emjnre paramount, ere long by fier 

Y-taught a kffim in thdr fchools unknown, 

V To LiamM^*9 richefl treafurcs to prefer 
« The knowledge of ibt worUi, and man^j great tufinefi there. 

LXXXVIIJ. 
; On this prime fdeace, as the final end 

Of all her difcipline, and nurturing care. 

Her eye P^dia fixing aye fhall bend 

Her eveiy thought and effort to prepare 

Her 
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tier tender papils for the various war. 
Which Vice and folly fhall upon them wage» 
As on the perilous march of life they fare 
With prudent lore fore-arming every age 

XrainftP/r/z/^r's treacherous joys,and?«/«'s embattledi 

LXXXIX, 
Then fhall my y<mthfid fons^ to Wifiiom kd 
Sy fair example and ingenuoas pratfe. 
With willing feet the paths of Ihoy tread; 
-Through the world's intricate or ragged my^ 
Conduced by Religion\ facred rays i 
Whofe fouUsnvigorating influence 
Shall purge their minds fiom aU impure aBayt 
Of fordid felfifhnefs and brutal fenfe. 

And fwell th' ennohted heart with bleft benevolence. 

XC. 
Then alfo fhall tUs unhUmatUk fsU, 
By magick whilom framed to fympathize 
With all the fortunes of this. changeful ifle. 
Still, as my fbns in fame and virtue rife. 
Grow with their growth, and to th* applauding fkies 

■ 

It's radiant crofs up-lift ; the while, to grace 
The multiplyifig niches, frelh fupplics 
Of *worth$es fhall fucceed, with equal pace 
Aye following their/rr/ in virtue's glorious race. 

XCI. Fir'd 
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XCI. 

Fir*d with th' idea of her fufbre fame 
She rofe majeftick from her lowly fled ; 
While from her vivid eyes a (parkling flame 
' Oat-beamingy with unwonted light o'erfpread 
That monumental pilii and as her head 
To tYcry front fhe tum'd, difcover'd round 
Thevencrablc/omwof heroes dead; 
Who for their various merit erfl renowned. 
In this bright fane of glory fhrines of honour found. 

XCII. 
On tbe/e xh2Lt royal dame her ravifh^d eyes 
Would often feafl ; and ever as fhe fpy'd 
Forth from the ground the lengthening ftruBure rife 
With nrw'flac'dfiatues decked on every fide. 
Her parent-breaft would fwell with generous pride. 
And now with her in that fequefler*d plain. 
The Knight a while confbaining to abide. 
She to the Fairy Touth with pleafure fain ' 
Thoitfculftur^dchiefi did fhew,and their great lives explain.|| 

y Great li*ves explain,"] I cannot forhear taking occajion 
from thefe nvordf to make n^ acknonvledgments to the ivriters 
^ Biographia Britannica,/^ the pleafure and profit 1 have 
lately receinjed from ferufing the t<wo firfi <volumes of that 
tififul and entertaining nvork^ of fwhich the monumental 
ilrudlur^ ahove mentioned, decorated with the fiatues of^z2X 

and 
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and good mtn, is no improper emblem. This nvori, nvhicb 
contains the lives of the moft eminent perfons, who have 
fldarifhed in Great Britain and Ireland, from the earlieft 
ages, down to the prefent time, appears to me, as far as 
it has hitherto gone, to be executed *with great ^irit, ac- 
curacy, and judgment ; . and de/erves, in my opimon, to be 
tncouraged by all, <who hanje at heart the honestr of their 
country, and that of their particular families and friends i 
und nvho can any *ways aj/sft the ingenious and laborious au^ 
tbors, to render as perfeS as fojjible^ a defign fo apparently 
calculated to femfc the fublick^ by fetiing in the trueft and 
fulleft light the charaSers of perfons already generally, 
though perhaps too indifiin^ly known ; and re'vi'ving from ob^ 
fcurity and oblimion^ examples of primate and retired me- 
rit, which, though lefs glaring and oftentatious than the 
former, are not, bowenier, of a lefs extenji*ve or lefs benefi- 
£ied influence. To thofe, <who may happen not to have feen 
this repofitory of Britifh glory, I cannot give a better idea 
•f it, than in the following lines of Virgil : 

Hie manns ohpatriam pugnando Volnera paili ; 

Q^({\icfaeerdotes cadi, dam vita manebat ; 

Quique pii vates & Phaebo digna locuti; 

Invent as ant qui vitam excoluere per artes ; 

Qgiqueyii/ memores alios fecere merendo, 

Virg, Mn. L, 6. 

The End of the V i%^T CANTO. 
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By tbilatiMr.'B. Coventry. 

ENIUSof Pcnfharftoldf 
Who faw'ft the birth of each immortal oak. 
Here facred from the ilroke ; 
And all thy tenants of yon turrets bold, 
Infpir*ft to arts or arms ; 
Where * Sidney his Arcadian landfcape drew. 
Genuine from thy Doric view ; 
And patriot f Algernon unihaken rofe 
Above infulting foes ; 
And SacchariiTa nursM her angel charms : 

Ofuffer 

♦ Sir Philip Sidney. + Algernon Sidney. 
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faffer me with fober tread 
To enter on thy holy fhade ; 

Bid (moothly-gliding Medway ftand. 

And wave his fedgy treffes bland, 

A fhranger let him kindly greet. 

And pour his urn beneath my feet. 

And fee where Perry opes his door. 

To land me on the focial floor; 

Nor does the heirefs of thefe (hades deny 

To bend her bright majeflic eye. 

Where Beauty fhines, and Friendihip warm^ 

And Honour in a female form. 

With them in aged groves to walk. 

And lofe my thoughts in artlefs talk, 

1 fhun the voice of Party loud, 

I fhun loofe Pleafure's idle croud. 

And monkifh academic cell, 

"JVhere Science only feigns to dwell, 

And court, where fpeckled Vanity 

Apes her tricks in tawdry dye. 

And fhifts each hour her tinfel hue. 

Still furbelow'd in follies new. * 

Here Nature no diftortion wears. 

Old Truth retains his filver hairs. 

And Chaflity her matron ftep. 

And purple Health her rofy lip. 

Ah ! on the virgin's gentle brow 

How Innocence delights to glow t 

D 2 Unlike 
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Unlike the town-dame^s haughty air, ^ 
The fcornful eye and harlot's flare; 
But bending mild the bafhful front 
As modeft Fear is ever wont : 
Shepherdefles fuch of old 
Doric bards enamoured told. 
While the pleased Arcadian vale 
EchoM the enchanting tale. 

But chief of Virtue's lovely train, 
A penfive exile on the plain^ 
No longer adlive now to wield 
Th' avenging fword, protecting (hield. 
Here thoughtful-walking Liberty 
Remembers Britons once were free. 
With her would Nobles old converfe. 
And learn her didates to rehearfe. 
Ere yet they grew refin'd to hate 
The hofpitable rural feat, 
The fpacious hall with tenants ftor'd ; 
Whext Mirth and Plenty crown'd the board ; 
Ere yet their Lares they forfook. 
And loft the genuine Britifh look, 
The confcious brow of inward merit. 
The rough, unbending, martial (pirit. 
To clink the chain of Thraldom gay. 
And court- idolatry to pay ; 
To live in city fmoaks obfcure. 
Where mom ne'er wakes her breezes pure. 

Where 
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Where darkeft midnight reigns at noon« 
And fogs eternal blot the fan, 

Butcome, the minutes flit away^ 
And eager Fancy longs to ilray ; 
Come, friendly Genius ! lead me round 
Thy fylvan haunts and magic ground; 
Point every fpot of hill or dale. 
And tell me, as we tread the vale, 
** Here mighty Dudly once wou'd rove, 
*^ To plan his triumphs in the grove ; 
** There loofer Waller, ever gay, 
'' With Saccharifs in dalliance lay; 
** And Philip, fide -long yonder fpring, 
** His lavifh carols wont to fmg.** 
Hark I I hear the echoes call. 
Hark! the ruihing waters fall; 
Lead me to the green retreats. 
Guide me to the Mufes* feats. 
Where ancient bards retirement chofe. 
Or ancient lovers wept their woes. 
What Genius points to yonder * oak ? 
What rapture does my foul provoke ? 

D 3 There 

* jfn oak in Penfliurft pari, floMiid ibi dmy Sir Philip 
Sidney *was bom, ofnjubicb Bei) Johnfon^Mi/ in^ tbefoU 
lowing manner : 

Tbat taller tree, tjubicb of a nut lAtas fet^ 
At bis great birtb^ 'wbtre all tbf Mufet mct^ 
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There let me hang a garland high» 
There let my Mufe her accents try ; 
Be there my earlieft homage paid» 
Be there my lateft vigils made ; 
For thou waft planted in the earth 
The day that (hone on Sidney's birth. 
That happy time, that glorious day 
The Mufes came in concert gay j 
With harps in tune, and ready fong. 
The jolly Chorus tript along ; 
In honour of th' aufpicious mom. 
To hail an infant genius born : 
Next came the Fauns in order meet. 
The Satyrs next with cloven feet. 
The Dryads' fwift that roam the woods. 
The Naiads green that fwim the floods; 
Sylvanus left his iilent cave, 
Medway came dropping from the wave ; 
Vertumnus led his bluihing fpoufe, 
And Ceres (hook her wheaten brows. 
And Mars with milder look was there. 
And laughing Venus grac'd the rear. 
They join'd their hands in feftive dance. 
And bade the fmiling babe advance,* 
Each gave a gift ; Sylvanus laft 
Ordain'd, when all the pomp was paft. 
Memorial meet, a tree to grow. 
Which might to future ages fhew. 



That 
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That on feled^ occafion rare, 
A troop of Gods aflembled there : 
The Naiads water'd well the ground. 
And Flora twin'd a wood-bine round : 
The tree fprung fail in hallow'd earth, 
Co-asval with th' illuflrious birth. 

Thus let my feet unwearied ftray ; 
Nor fatisfied with one furvey. 
When mom returns with doubtful light. 
And Phebe pales her lamp of night. 
Still let me wander forth anew. 
And print my footfteps on the dew. 
What time the Twain with ruddy cheek 
Prepares to yoke his oxen meek. 
And early dreft in neat array 
The milk-maid chanting fhrill her lay. 
Comes abroad with milking pail ; 
And the found of diftant flail 
Gives the ear a rough good-morrow» 
And the lark from out his furrow 
Soars upright on matin' wings. 
And at the gate of heaven fings. 

But when the fun with fervid ray 
Drives upwards to his noon of day. 
And couching oxen lay them down 
Beneath the beechen umbrage brown ; 
Then let me wander in the hall. 
Round whofe antique- vifag'd wall 

D 4 Hangs 
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Hangs the armour Britons wore^ 
Rudely cad in days of yore. 
Yon fword fome heroe's arm might wield. 
Red in the ranks of Chalgraivit field. 
Where ever-glorious Hampden bled, 
And Freedom tears of forrow fhed. 
Or in the gallery let me walk, 
Wh/ere living pidlures feem to talk. 
Where Beauty fmiles ferenely &ir. 
And Courage frowns with martial air; 
Tho* whiikers quaint the face difguife. 
And habits odd to modem Vfe^. 
Behold what kings in Britain reignM, 
Plantagenets with blood diftainM, 
And valiant Tudor*8 haughty race. 
And Stuarts, England's worft difgrace. 
The Norman firil, with cruel firown. 
Proud of his new-ufurped crown. 
Begins the lift; and many more. 
Stem heroes form'd of roughed ore. 
See vidor Henry there advance, 
£v*n in his Ipok h^ conquers France; 
And murd'rer Richard, juftly flain 
By Richmond's fteel on Bofworth plain ; 
See the tyrant of his wives. 
Prodigal of faireft lives. 
And laureat Edward nurs'd in arts, 
Mii^rvg ichoprd his kingly parts : 



But 
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But ah ! the mdancholy Jane, 
A foul too tender fer a queen ! 
8he finks beneath imperial fway. 
The dear-boaght fcepter of a day ? 
And moH (he mount the fcaffbld drear ? 
Hard-hearted Mary, learn to (pare ! 
Eliza next faiutes the eye ; 
Exalt the fong to Liberty, ' 
The Mufe repeats the facred name» 
Eliza fills the voice of Fame. 
From thence a bafer age began. 
The royal ore polluted ran. 
Till foreign NaiTau's valiant hand 
Chac^d holy tyrants from the land : 
Downward from hence defcend apace 
To Bruniwick^s high, illuftrioas race ; 
And fee the canvafs fpeaks them brave. 
An injured nation bom to fave, 
Adtive in Freedom^s righteous caufe. 
And confcious of a juft applaufe. 

But chiefly pleasM, the curious eve. 
With nice difcemment loves to try 
The laboured wonders, pailing thought. 
Which warm Italian pencils wrought ; 
Fables of love, and ftories old. 
By Greek or Latian poets told ; 
How Jove conunitted many a rape. 
How young A^on loft his fliape } 



Or 
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Or wliat cdcftial pco-meB wri^ 
Or what the painter^s genuine wit 
From Fancy's ftOTe-houle conld devife ; 

Where JLaphael claims die hi^ieft prize. 
JfA^dSnMf here decline the head» 
Widi fond maternal plcafiue fedy 
Or lift their lucid eyes above. 
Where more is feen than holy love. 
There temples ftand difplay'd within^ 
And pillars in long order feen. 
And roofs rofh forward to the fight. 
And lamps aScGt a living light. 
Or landfcapes tire the traveling eye^ 
The clouds in azure volumes fly. 
The difiant trees diftinguifh'd rife. 
And hills look litde in the ikies. 

When day declines, and evening coc4 
Begins her gentle, filent rule. 
Again, as Fancy points the way. 
Benignant leader, let me fbay : 
And wilt thou. Genius, bring along 
(So (hall my Mufe exalt her fong) 
The Lord who rules this ample fcene. 
His Confort too with gracious mien. 
Her little offspring prattling round. 
While Echo lifps their iAfant found. 
And let Good-nature, born to pleafe, 
Waitonourfteps, and graceful £afe ; 



Nor 
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Nor Mirth be wanting as we walk. 
Nor Wit to feafott fdber talk ; 
Let gay Defcription too attend. 
And Fable told with moral end. 
And Satire quick diat comes by ftealth. 
And flowing Laughter, friend to Health. 
Meanwhile Attention loves to mark 
The deer that crop the fhaven park. 
The fteep-brow'd hill, or foreft wild. 
The floping lawns, and zephyrs mild. 
The clouds that bluih with evening red. 
Or meads with filver fountains fed. 
The fragrance of the new -mown hay. 
And black-bird chanting on the fpray ; 
The calm farewel of parting light. 
And Ev'ning fad'ning into Night. 

Nor wearied yet my roving feet, 
Tho' Night comes on amain, retreat; 
But flill abroad I walk unfeen 
Along the ftar-enlighten'd green ; 
Superior joys my foul invite. 
Lift, lift to heav'n the dazzled fight ; 
Lo, where the moon enthroned on high. 
Sits fteady emprefs of the iky. 
Enticing nations to revere. 
And proudly vain of pagan fear ; 
Or where thro' clouds Ihe travels faft. 
And feems on journey bent in haile, 



While 
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WUIc thonfand hand-maid flan awai^ 
Attendant on their queen of fiate* 
*Tis now that in her high controul^ 
Ambitioiis of a foreign role, 
Shcftirsthe Ocean to rebel» 
Andfiifiiotts waters fond to fwell 
Gvides to batde in her carr, 
Xvainft her fifter Earth to war. 
Tbas let me mnfe on things fiiblimc> 
Above the flight of modem rhyme. 
And call the foul of Newton down» 
Where it fits high on ftarry throne, 
Invendng laws for worlds to come. 
Or teadling comets how to roam : 
Widi bin Fd learn of every fiar. 
Bat foor-eyM Pedantry be for. 
And Ignorance in garb of Senfe, 
terms (rf* art to make pretence. 
Hail happy foil ! iUuftrious earth ! 
g^^ft fo many heroes birth ; 
Where never wand'riog poet trod. 
But folt within th^ infjuring God ! 
In thefe tranfporting, folemn ihades 
Firft I folate th* Aonian maids. 
Ahleadine, Genios, todiyhaonts. 
Where Philomel at evening chants. 
And as my oaten pipe refounds. 
Give mnfick to the fonning founds. 



A fimpl 



A fimple (hepherd, yet nnkiMwib 

Aipires to (hatch an ivy cxown^ 

On daring pinions bold to foary 

Tho' here thy Waller fiing befiife» 

And Johnfon dipt his learned pen. 

And Sidney ponrM hb (ancy-flowing faaia. 




^M^'C'/H-*^^ 
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To a Friend in W a l e s. 

Bj tbi Sam. 



Y 



£ diftant realms that hold my 
Beneath a cold nngemal flcy. 
Where laboring groves with weight of vaponn bend. 
Or raving winds o*er barren monntains fly i 
Reftore him quick to London^s focial dime, 
Reftore him quick to fiiendfhip, love and joy; 

Be (wifty ye lazy fteeds of Hme, 

Ye moments, all your fpeed employ. 

Behold November's glooms arife. 

Pale fans with fainter glory flune. 
Dark gathering tempefts blacken in die fides. 
And fhiv'ring woods their fickly leaves refign. 
Is this a time on Cambrian hills to roam» 
To court difeafe in Winter's baleful reign. 

To liften to th' Atlantic foam. 

While rocks repel the roaring main. 

While 
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*While horror fiUs the regiooi vaft. 

Rheumatic tortures Euros brings. 
Pregnant with agues iBies the AOrtbeni blaft. 
And clouds drop quartans from their Haf^iag wings. 
Doft thou explore Sabrina's focmlful fource. 
Where huge Piinlimison's hoaiy height afcends : 

Then downward mark her vagrant courTe, 

Till mix'd with clouds the landfcape ends? 

Doft thou revere the hallow'd foil 

Where druids old fepulchred lie ; 
Or up cold Snowden's craggy fummits toil. 
And mufe on ancient favage liberty ? 
Ill fuit fuch walks with bleak ^utusmal air» 
Say, can November yield the joys jof May ? 

When Jove deforms the blafted year. 

Can Wallia4>oaft a chearful day ? 

The town expeds thee. Hark, around. 

Thro' every ibeet of gay refort. 
New chariots rattle with awak'ning found. 
And croud the levees, and befiege the court. 
The patriot, kindling as his wars enfue. 
Now fires his foul with liberty and fame, 

Marfhals his threatening tropes anew. 

And gives his hoarded thunders aim. 

Now feats their abfent lords deplore, 

Negleded villas empty (land. 
Capacious GroVenor gathers all its ftore. 
And mighty London (wallows up the land,* 

Sec 
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See fportive Vanity her flights beg^n, 
§ce new-blown Folly's plenteous harvcffs rif^ 
See mimick beaudea dye their Ikiii, 
And hftrlots roll their venal eyes. 
Fa(hion3 are fet, and fops return. 
And young coquettes in arms appear; 
Creaming of conquelt, how their bofomt bora, 
Trick'd in the new faitafiiy of the year. 
Fly Aen xVny, nor Icom to bear a part 
In this gay fcene of folly amply ipread: 
Fcdlies welt us'd refine the heart. 
And plcafores cleartheitudiousheadj 
By gratefnl interchange of mirth 
The toils of ftady fweeter grow. 
At varying feafons recommend the earth. 
Nor does Apollo always bpnd bia bow. 
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. AN 

EPISTLE 

ADDRESS'DTO 

Sir THOMAS HANMER, 

On his Edition of 

Shake spear's Works* 

Bj Mr, William Collins. 

SIR, 

WHILE born to bring the MuTc's happier days, 
A patriot^s hand protects a poec*s lays : 
While nurs'd by you ihe fees hev myrtles bloom. 
Green and unwitherM o^er his boxioar'd tomb : 
Excufe her doubts, if yet fhe fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwell : 
With confcioufl awe ihe hears the critic's fame. 
And blufhing hides her wreath at Shakefpear's name. 

Hard 
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Hard was the lot thofe injured ftrains endorM, 
UnoD^M by Science^ and by years obfcurM: 
Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing fighs confefs^d 
A fixt defpair in ev'ry tuneful bread. 
Not with more grief th* afRided fwains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When lingering frofts the ruinM feats invade 
Where Peace reforted, and the Graces played. 

Each rifing art by jufl gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves: 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And grac'd with nobled pomp her earliefl flage. 
Freferv'd thro^ time, the fpeaking fcenes impart 

Each changeful wiih of Phaedra*s torturM heart : 

Or paint the curfe, that markM the * Theban^s reign, 

A* bed inceftuous, and a father ilain. 

With kind concern our pitying eyes overflow. 

Trace the fad tale, and own another's woe. 
To Rome removed, with wit fecure to pleafe. 

The Comic iifters kept their native eafe. 

With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 

Her own Menander's art almoft exceird ! 

But ev'ry Mufe efiay'd to raife in vain 

Some labourM rival of her Tragic drain ; 

Ilyfihs* laurels, tho' transferred with toil, 

Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th* anfriendly ibil. 
Vol. IV. E At 

* Thi GEdipus 0/ Sophocles. 
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As arts expirM^ lefiftleG Dolne^ roic; 
Gothsy priefts, or Vandals, — all were Leaming^s fees* . 
Till * Julius £it recaU*d each exiled maid. 
And Cotao ownd them in th'Etnuian (hade : 
Then deeply ildll*d in love's ei^aging them^ 



The foft Provencial pafs'd to Aiiio*s ftream : 
With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ftnmg» 
Sweet flow*d die lays — but love was all he fang. 
The gay defcription could not fail to move ; 
For, led by nature, all are friends to love. 

Botheav^ flill various in its works, decreed 
The perfed boaft of time Ihould laft fncceed. 
The beauteous onion mud appear at length. 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Adienian fbengih : 
One greater Mufe £liza's reign adorn. 
And ev'n a Shakefpear to her fame be bom f 

Yet ah ! fo bri^^ her morning's opening ray. 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No fecond growth the weilem ifle could bear. 
At once exhaufted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jbhnfon knew the aide's part; 
Nature in him was almoft loft in art. 
Of fofter mold the gende Fletcher came. 
The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleas'd attention 'midft his fcenes we find 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female mind ; 

Etch 
* Julius II. tbe immediate fredeajfrr of Leo X. 



[67 ] 

Each melting figh, ftfid ev'ry tender teafj 
The lover's wifhes and the virgin's fear. 
His f evVy fh-ain the Smiles and Graces own ; 
But flronger Shakefpear felt for Man alone : 
Drawn by his pen, our ruder paffions iland 
Th' unrival'd pifturc of his early hand. 

I With gradual fbps, and flow, exader France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her fliores advance : 
By length of toil a bright perfe^on knew, 
Corredlly bold, and juft ia all ihe dtew. 
Till late Corneille, with $ Lucan's Spirit Hr'd, 
Breath*d die (ree ftrain, as Rome and He infpirM: 
And claffit judgment gain'd to fweet Racine 
The template ilrength of Maro's chafter line. 

But wilder far the Britlfh laurel fpread. 
And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet's h^ad. 
Yet He alone to ev'ry fcene couM give 
Th' hiftorian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furprixc, 
MajefUc forms of mighty monarchs rife. 

E 2 Th^e 

•f- Their cbaraBers are thus iifiinguifi?ed hy Mr, Dryden. 

X About the time of Shakefpear, the poet Hardy luas in 
great repute in France. He nxjrotey according to Fontenelle, 
Jfx hundred plays . The French poets after him applied them- 
fehoes in general to the correS itnpro<vement of the ftage^ 
twhich luas almofi totally difregarded hy thofe of our v^n 
country y Johnfon excepted, 

§ The fanjourite author of the Mii^Q^fsm^^, 
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There Heniy^s trompets fpread their lond alarms^ 

And laurePd Conqaeft waits her heroes arms. 

Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh. 

Scarce bom to honours, and fo foon to die ! 

Yet (hall thy throne, unhappy in^int, bring 

No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

The * time (hall come, when Glo'fter^s heart (hall bleed 

In life*s laft hours, with horror of the deed: 

When dreary vifions (hall at laft prefent 

Thy vengefiil image in the midnight tent : 

Thy hand unfeen the fecret death (hall bear. 

Blunt the weak fivord, and break th* oppreflive (pear* 

Where'er we turn, by Fancy charmM, we find 
Some fweet iUufion of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, (he calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene. 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drefs'd by her hand, the Woods and Vallies fmile. 
And Spring dififiifive decks th* imhanted ijle, 

O more than all in powerful genius ble(l. 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breaft f 
Whatever the wounds this youthful heart (hall feel. 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 

There 

• TfMptts erit Tumo, magno cum ottaverit emftum 
IntaBum paUtrnta^ He. 



There ev^ry thought the poet*s warmth may raife« 

There native mufick dwells in all the lays. 

O might fome verfe with happieft (kill perfuade 

Expreffive Pidture to adopt thine aid ! 

What wondVoas draughts might rife from ev'ry page! 

What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ! 

Methinks ev*n now I view fome free defign. 
Where breathing Nature lives in ev'ry line : 
Chad and fubdu'd the modeft lights decay> 
Steal into (hades, and mildly melt awayi 

And fee, where * Anthony in tears approved. 
Guards the pale relicks of the chief he lov'd : 
Q*er the cold corfe the warrior feems to bend. 
Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murderM friend ! 
Still as they prefs, he calls on all aroijnd. 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 

But f who is he, whofe brows exalted bear \ 

A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injurM worth can feel. 
On hb own Rome he turns th* avenging fteel. 
Yet (hall not War's infatiate fury fall, 
(So heav'n ordains it) on the deftin'd wall. 
See the fond mother *midft the plaintive train 
Hung on his knees, and prolbrate on the plain I 

E 3 Touch'd 

^ Sei the tragedy of Julius Csefar, 

f Coriolanus. See Mr. Sf^cc^s dialogue en ibeOdySey, 
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ToucK'd tQ the hnl, in vain lie (bivvs to lude 
The fon's aiFeflictny in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the ma« confliding paffions rife, 
I^age grafps the fword, while Pity melts the eyei# 

Thji^s, ^o'rous Critick, as thy Bard infpires. 
The fider Arts fhall nurfe their drooping ires ; 
Each from hi3 fcenes her ftores alternate bring. 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal (bring : 
Thofe Sibyl-leaves^ the fpoirt of ev^ry wind, 
(For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 
By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, juft to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So fpread a*er Greece, th' harmonious whole anknowii 
Ev*n Homer's numbers charmed by parts alone. 
Their own UlyfTes fcarce had wandered more. 
By winds and water caft- on ev'ry (hore : 
When rais'd by Fate, fome former Hanmer join'4 
Each beauteous image of the boandlefs mind ; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever daim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



A SONG 



[ 71 3 



A S O N G 

FROM 

Shakespear's Cymbelyne. 

Sung by Guiderus and Arviragus over 
FiDELE, fuppofed to be dead, 

Bf the Same* 

I. 

TO fair Fidele*s graffy tomb 
Soft maids, and village hinds fhall bring 
Each opening fweet, of earlieft bloom. 
And rifle all the breathing Spring* 

II. 
No wailing ghoft ihall dare appear 

To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove : 
But (hepherd lads afTemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 

E 4 III. No 



m. 

Bib wiUKi » wuiIl buuI kos be ""^^x. 

No fobGos lead ibdr ngWj cmr : 
Tke fioDale firp fiuH haoiic die gneea, 

Aflddccis ckf jrzve wxdi peai^' dev ! 

IV. 
Tlie iccUbreafb oft at cr'axagbom 

$]uIL kindly lead Ids litde aid : 
Widi iioary nio£s, aad gjidKr^d fiovr'n. 

To deck tfae grooad iriicre dm art bid 

V. 
Whmh a m hag wmds, and beatiag ram. 

In tea^efti ihake die f jbraa cell : 
Or *fliidft die chace on er'xjplaa. 

The teuier dio^^ on diee flun dwell 

VI. 
Back londy Iceoe (hall diee lefiore^ 

For dice die tear be duly (bed : 
Bek)¥*d, tin life conkl charm no. more; 

And mourned, till Pity's felf be dead. 



THB 
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THE 



MODERN FINE LADY. 



Lttentaia nites^ 



Miferi quihut 



Ho». 



SK ILL* D in each art, that can adorn the fair. 
The fpritely dance, the foft Italian air. 
The tofs of qaality, and high-bred fleer, 
Kow lady Harriot reachM her fifteenth year. 
Winged with diverfions all her moments flew, 
lEach, as it pafs'd, prefenting fomething new ; 
^reakfafts, and auctions wear the mom away» 
Each evening gives an opera, or a play ; 
Then Brag\ eternal joys 2^1 night remw. 
And kindly ufher in the morn s^gain. 

For lov^ no time has (he, or inclination. 
Yet moft coquet it for the fake of falhion ; 
For this fhe liflens to each fop thaf s near, 
T* embroidered colonel flatters with a fneer. 
And the cropt enfign nuzzles in h^r eai^ 



But 
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Bat witH moft warmdi her drefs and airs infpirc 
Th' ambitious bofom of the landed Tqnire, 
Who fain would quit plump Dolly's fofter charms^ 
For wither^ lean right honourable arms ; 
He bows with reverence at her facred fhrine. 
And treats her as if fpnoig from race divine. 
Which fhe returns with infolence and fcom. 
Nor deigns to fmile on a plebeian bom. 

Ere long by friends, by cards, and lovers crofs'd. 
Her fortune, health, and reputation loft; 
Her money gone, yet not a tradefman paid. 
Her fame, yet (he ftill damn'd to be a maid. 
Her fpirits fink, her nerves are fo unftrung. 
She weeps, if but a handfome thief is hung : 
By mercers, lacemen, mantua-makers prefs'd. 
But moft for ready ca(h for play diftrefs'd. 
Where can fhe turn ? — the Yquirc muft all repair. 
She condefcends to liften to his pray V, 
And marries him at length in mere defpair. 

But foon th' endearments of a hufband doy^ 
Her foul, her frame incapable of joy : 
She feels no tranfports in the bridal bed. 
Of which fo oft (h* has heard, fo much has read; 
Then vex'd, that fhe fhould be condemned alone 
To feek in vain this philofophick ftone, 
To abler tutors fhe refolves t' apply, 
A proflitute from curiofity : 



Hence 
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Hence men of ev'ry fort, and ev'iy fize. 
Impatient for heav'n's cordial drop, (he tries ; 
Hie fribbling beau, the rough unwieldy down^ 
The ruddy templar newly on the town, 
Tk* Hibernian captain of gigantick make. 
The brimful parfon, and th' exhaufted rake. 

But flill malignant Fate her wiAi denies. 
Cards yield fuperior joys, to cards fhe flies; 
All night from rout to rout her chairmen run. 
Again fhe plays, and is again undone. 

Behold her new in Ruin^s frightful jaws f 
Bonds, judgments, executions ope their paws ; 
Seize jewels, furniture, and plate, nor fpare 
The gilded chariot, or the toflel'd chair. 
For lonely feat fhe's forc'd to quit the town. 
And Tuhifj conveys the wretched exile down. 

Now rumbling o'er the ftones of Tybum-road, 
Ne'er prcfs'd with a more griev'd or guilty load. 
She bids adieu to all the well-known ifareets. 
And envies ev'ry cinder-wench fhe meets : 
And now the dreaded country firft appears. 
With fighs unfeignM the dying noife fhe hears 
Of diftant coaches fainter by degrees. 
Then flarts, and trembles at the fight of trees. 
Silent and full en, like fome captive queen. 
She's drawn along, unwilling to be feen. 
Until at length appears the ruin'd hali 
' Within the grafs-green moat, and ivy'd wall. 



The 
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W dotdiil pnfiBA wlieie fii 
ttnot, abs? kergrie6^ wboSl 
Her ooodi dv cnnte aad die 



Gfcat-coated tcii2ii£s ber aimal g^ca, V 

ibid bop widiiliibbleboBires light die flicd^ 3 

Wbik bclk her can widi tKH^oes difcocdzoi gyrate, 

Tjpei of die napdal tjes diej cdebrate : 

Bat no rejojrdogs can anbend ber hnw. 

Nor ddgns (he to remm oae aokwaid bo«r. 

Bat bounces in diidainingonce to fpeak. 

And wipes die tridding tear from off ber cbcek. 

Now fee her in die (ad decline of li(e, 
A peevi(h mifirds, and a fulky wife ; 
Her nerves onbrac*d, ber fiided cheek grown pale 
With many a real, manj a fancy ^d ail ; 
Of cards, admirers, eqoipage bere(t. 
Her infolence, and title only left ; 
Sererdy hnmblcd to her one-hor(e diair. 
And the low paftimes of a coontry fair : 
Too wretched to endure one l<mdy day, ^ 

Too proud one friendly vifit to repay, > 

Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray. ^ 

At length half dead, half mad, and qaite confinM, 
Shonning, and fhonnM by all of haman kind, 
Ev'n robb'd of the laft comfort of her life, 
Infoltjng the poor curate's callous wife. 
Pride, difappointed pride, now ftops her breath. 
And with true fcorpion rage ihc fUngs herfclf to death. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY 
To Mifs D W D. 



In the Manner of Ovid. 



By the late Mr. Hammond. 



OSay, thou dear po^^r of my breaK, 
Where now's my boafted liberty and reil f 
Where the gay moments which I once have known, 

where that heart I fondly thought my own ! 
Prom place to place I folitary roam. 
Abroad uneafy, nor content at home. 

1 fcom the beaaties common eyes adore. 

The more I view them, feel thy worth the more ; 
Umnov*d I hear them fpeak, or fee them fair. 
And only think on thee— who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal fuccour lend. 
Nor wit, nor wifdom can relieve their friend ; 
Wit can*t deceive the pain I now endure. 
And wifdom fhows the ill without the cure. 



When 
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When from thy Aght I wafle the tedious day, 
A thoufand fchemes I form, and things to fay ^ 
But when thy prefence gives the time I feek. 
My heart's fo full, I wifh, but cannot fpeak. 

And cou'd I fpeak with eloquence and eafe. 
Till now not ftudious of the art to pleafc, 
Cou'd I, at woman who fo oft exclaim, 
Expofe (nor blufh) thy triumph and my ihame. 
Abjure thofe maxims I fo lately priz'd. 
And court that fex I foolifhly defpis'd. 
Own thou haft foften'd my obdurate mind. 
And thou reveng*d the wrongs of womankind : 
Loft were my words, and fruitlefs all my pain. 
In vain to tell thee all I write in vain ; 
My humble iighs ihall only reach thy ears. 
And all my eloquence (hall be my tears. 

And now (for more I never muft pretend) 
Hear me not as thy lover, but thy friend ; 
Thoufands will fain thy little heart enfnare^ 
For without danger none like thee are fair ; 
But wifely chufe who beft deferves thy flame. 
So Ihall the phoice itfelf become thy fame ; 
Nor yet defpife, tho' void of winning art. 
The plain and honeft courtfhip of the heart : 
The (kilful tongue in love's perfuafive lore, 
Tho' lefs it feels, will pleafe and flatter more^ 
And meanly learned in that guilty trade 
Can long abufe a fond, unthinking maid* 



A; 
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And fince their lips« fo knowing to deceive. 

Thy anexperiencM youth might foon believe^ *' 

And fince their tears in falfe fabmiffion dreH 

Might thaw the icy coldnefs of diy hreaft, 

O ! fhat thine eyes to foch deceitful woe ; 

Caught by the beauty of thy outward fhow. 

Like me they do not love, whatever they feem. 

Like me with paifion founded on eileem. 

Anfwer to the foregoing Lines. 

By the lateLord Hb&vs r. 

TOO well theie lines that fatal truth declare. 
Which long IVe known, yet now I blufh to hear« 
But fay, what hopes thy fond ill-fated love. 
What can it hope, tho' mutual it fhou'd prove ? 
This litde form is fair in vain for you. 
In vain for me thy honefl heart is true ; 
For wou'd'ft thou fix diihonour on my name. 
And give me up to penitence and fhame i 
Or gild my ruin with the name of wife. 
And make me a poor virtuous wretch for life : 
Coa*d*ft thou fubmit to wear the marriage chain, 
(Too furc a cure for all thy prefect pain) 

No 
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No Mronrobe for us the godhead wears^ 

His torch inverted, and his face in tears* 

Though ev^ry (bfter wifh were amply crowned. 

Love foon wou'd ceafe to fmile where Fortune 6own*ii 

Thenwou'd thy fool my fond confent deplore, 

i^nd blame what it follidted before ; 

Thy own exhaufted wouM reproach my tratfa. 

And fay I had ondone thy blinded youth ; 

That I had damp'd Ambition^s nobler flame. 

Eclipsed thy talents, and obfcur^d thy fiime ;. 

To madrigals and odes that wit confined. 

That woa^d in fenates or in courts h^Te fhin*d, 

Glorioufly adive in thy conntry^s caufe, 

Aflerdng freedom, and enading laws. 

Or fay, at bed, that negatively kind 
You only mournM, and filently repined ; 
The jealous daemons in my own fond breaft 
Wou'd all thefe thoughts inceilantly fuggei!^,. 
And all that fenfe muft feel, t&o' pity had fuppreft. 
Yet added grief my appreheniion fills 
(If there can be addition to thofe ills) 
When they fhall cry, whofe harfh reproof I dread, 
•* 'Twas thy own deed, thy folly on thy head ! 
Age knows not to allow for thoughtlefs youth. 
Nor pities tendernefs, nor honours truth i 
Holds it romantic to confcfs a heart. 
And fays thofe virgins a£l a wifer part 

Who 



1 
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Wko hofpitals and bedlams wott*d explore 
'To find the rich, and only dread the poor ^ 
"Who legal proftitdtes^ for int*reft fake, 
Qodios and Timons to their bofoms take. 
And, if avenging heav'n permit increafe. 
People the world with folly and difeafe. 
Thofe, titles, deeds, and rent-rolls o^ily wed» 
Whilft the beft bidder mounts the venal bed. 
And the grave aunt and formal fire approve 
This naptial fale, this aa£tion of their love* 
But if regard to worth or fenfe be ihown, 
That poor degenerate child her friends difown. 
Who dares to deviate by a virtuous choice 
From her great name*s hereditary vice. 

Thefe fcenes my prudence uihers to my mind. 
Of all the ftorms and quickfands I muft find. 
If I embark upon this fummer fea. 
Where Flatt'ry fmooths, and Pleafure gilds the way. 
Had our ill fate ne^er blown thy dang'roos flame 
Beyond the limits of a friend's cold name, 
I might upon that fcore thy heart receive. 
And With that guiltlefs name my own deceive ; 
That commerce now in vain you recommend, 
I dread the latent lover in the friend ; 
Of ignorance I w»it the poor excufe, 
And know, I both muft take, or both refufe. 

Hear then the fafe, the firm refolve I make^ 
Ne^er to encourage one I muft forfake. 

Vol. IV, F WhiJft 
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Whilft other maids a (hamelefs path purfuc. 
Neither to intVcft, nor to honour true. 
And proud to fwell the triumph of their eyes. 
Exult in love from lorers they defpife; 
Their maxims all rcvers'd I mean to prove. 
And though I like the lover, quit the love. 







EPISTLES 

In the Manner of O v i b. 



s 



MONIMIA to PHILOCLES. 

By the Same: 
INCE language never can defcribe my pain. 



How can I hope to move when I complain ? 
But fuch is woman's frenzy in diflrefs. 
We love to plead, tho' hopelefs of redrefs. 

Perhaps, aiFedling ignorance, thou'lt fay. 
From whence thefe lines ? whofe meifage to convey } 
Mock not my grief with that feigned cold demand^ 
Too well you know the haplefs writer's hand : 
But if you force me to avow my fhame. 
Behold it prefaced with Monimia*s name. 

Loil to the world, abandoned and forlorn. 
Exposed to infamy, reproach, and fcorn> 



To 
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To mirth and comfort loft, and all for yo% 

Yet loft, perhaps, to year remembrance too. 

How hard my lot ! what refnge can I try. 

Weary of life, and yet afraid to die ! 

Of hope, the wretch's laft refort, bereft. 

By friends, by kindred, b^ my lover, left. 

Oh ! frail dependence of confiding fools ! 

On lovers oaths, or friendfhip's facred nile» 

How weak in modern hearts, too late I &tti, 

Monimia's fain, and Fhiloeles unkind F 

To thefe refledtions, each flow Wearing day. 

And each revolving night a conftant prey. 

Think what I faffer, nor ungentle hear 

What madnefs dilates in my fond defpair ; 

Grudge not this fhort relief, (too faft it flies) 

Nor chide that weaknefs I myfelf def]pife. 

One moment fure may be at leail; her due. 

Who facrific'd her all of life for yon. 

Without a frown this farewel then receive. 

For, 'tis the lafl my haplefs love fiiall give ; 

Nor this I wou'd, if reafon cou'd command. 

But what reftriction reins a lover's hand ? 

Nor prudence, fiiame, nor pride, nor int'refi; fways. 

The hand implicitly the heart obeys : 

Too well this maxim has my condnd fhewn. 

Too well that conduft to the world is known. 

Oft have I writ, and often to the flame 
Condemn'd this aficr-witnefs of my'fhame; 

Fa Oft 
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Oft IM. Mtf COCatt rtCDOcftcd Auj^nty 

M^tf lifiiirifiy aaa bij nmdBCukadz lorgoc^ 

(Hoir &an tbofe intenrak for reafoK^s aid I) 

Tkts to mjielf in ai^^iiihkaTe I iaid. 

T^Y Tain remonftrancCy xxum maidj girc o^cr^ 

Who ad the wrong, can ne^cr that wrong deploie. 

Then (a]^;iune hopes again delefire leign^ 

I formed thee rndtii^ as I tell my pain. 

If not of rod^ th j flintj heart is mad^ 

Nor tjgen nursed thee in the deiait ihade. 

Let me at leaft thy cold compaffion proves 

That (lender fnftenance of greedy lore : 

Tho* no retom my warmer wiihes find. 

Be to die wretch, tho* not die miftrefs, kind; 

Nor whilft I court my melancholy ftate. 

Forget 'twas love, and thee, that wroaght my £tfe. 

Withoat reftraint habituate to range 
The paths of pleafore $ can 1 bear this change ? 
Doomed firom the world onwilling to retire. 
In bloom of life, and warm with young defire^ 
In lieu of roofs with regal fplendft gay. 
Condemned in diftant wilds to drag the day ; 
Where beafts of prqr maintain their favage court> 
Or human brutes (the word of brutes) refort. 
Yes, yes, the change I cou'd unfighing fee. 
For none I mourn, but what I find in thee. 
There center all my woes, thy heart eilrangM^ 
I weep my lover, not my fortune^ changed; 

JBlefs'A 
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Blefs*d with thy prefence, I could all fbrge^ 

Nor gilded palaces in huts regret> * 

^ut exiled thence> fuperfluous is the reft. 

Each place the fame, my hell is in my breaft ; 

To pleafure dead, and living but to pain. 

My only fenfe to fufFer, and complain. 

As all my wrongs diflrefsful I repeat. 
Say, can thy pnlfe with equal cadence beat ? 
^ Can*il: thou know peace ? is confcience mute within ? 
That upright delegate for fecret fin ; 
Is nature fo extinguifh'd in thy heart. 
That not one fpark remains to take my part ? 
Not one repentant throb, one grateful iigh I 
Thy breaft unruffled, and unwet thy eye ? 
Thou cool betrayer, temperate in ill f 
Thou nor remorfe, nor thought humane can*fl feel ; 
Nature has fbrm'd thee of the rougher kind. 
And education more debased thy mind. 
Bom in an age when guilt and fraud prevail. 
When Jttftice fleeps, and IntVeft holds the fcale;; 
Thy loofe companions a licentious crew^ 
Moft to each other, all to us untrue. 
Whom chance, or habit mix, but rarely choice, 
Nor leagued in friendfhip, but in focial vice. 
Who indigent of honour, or of fhame. 
Glory in crimes which others blufii to name j 
By right or wrong disdaining to be mov.'d| 
Vnprincipled, unloving, and unloyd. 

F 3 The 



[86] 

The fair who tnilb their profBtuted tows. 

If not their falfhood, ftill their boafts ezpofe; 

Nor knows the wiieft to elode the harm, 

£v n (he whoTe prudence fhans the dnfel charm 

They know to flander, though they fail to warm : 

They make her langnifh in fididous flame. 

Affix feme fpecious flander on her name. 

And baffled by her virtue, triumph o'er her £une. 

Thefe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Thefe vile feducers laugh'd thee out of truth ; 
Whofe fcurril jefb all folemn ties profane. 
Or Friend(hip's band, or Hymen's facred chain $ 
Morality as weaknefs they upbraid, 
Nor even revere Religion's hallow'd head; 
Alike they fpnrn divine and human laws. 
And treat the hpneft like the chriftian caufe. 
CurTe on that tongue whofe vile pernicious art 
Pelights the ear but to corrupt the heart. 
That takes advantage of phe chearful hour, 
when weakened Virtue bends to Nature's pow'r. 
And would the goodnefs of the foul efface, 
7*0 fubftitute diftionour in her place. 

With fuch you lofe the day ii^ falfe delights, 
In lewd debauch you revel out the nights, 
(O fatal commerce |to Monimia's peace !) 
Their arguments convince bpcaufe they pleafe ; 
Whilft fophiflry for reafon they admit, 
And \yander dazzled by the glare of wit. 
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Wit that on ill a fpecioas luilre throws^ 

And in falfe colours ev'ry obje^ fhows. 

That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right. 

And hurts the judgment, while it feails the fight ; 

So in a prifm to the deluded eye 

Each piflur'd trifle takes ^ rainbow dye. 

With borrowed charms the fhining profped glow% 

And truth reversed the faithlefs mirror fhows. 

Inverted fcenes in bright confufion lie. 

The lawns impending o^r the nether iky ; 

No juft, no real iniages we meet. 

But all the gaudy vifion is deceit. 

Oft I revolve in this difbaded mind 
Each word, each look, that fpoke my charmer kind ; 
But oh ! how dear their memory I pay ! 
What pleafures pail can prefent cares allay ? 
Of all I love for ever difpoi&rs'd ; 
Ah ! what avails to think I once was blefs'd ? 
Hard difpofition of unequal fate ! 
Mix'd are our joys, and traniient are their date; 
Nor can refledlion bring them back again^ 
Yet brings an after-fting to ev'ry pain. 

Thy fatal letters, oh immoral youth, 
Thofe perjur'd pledges of fiftitious truth, 
Dear as they were no fecond joy afford, 
1^ cred'lous heart once leap'd at ev'ry word. 
My glowing boibm throbb'd with thick-heav'd figbs. 
And floods of rapture gufti'd into my eyes : 

F 4 When 



When now repeated (fbr thy theft was vaiit^ 
£ach treafur^d fyllable my thoughts retain) 
Far other paffions rule, and dilFVent care» 
My joys and grief, my tranfports and defpair. 
Why doll thoa mock the ties of conftant lovft \ 
^ But half its joys the faithlefs ever prove. 
They only tafte the pleafures they receive. 
When fure the nobleft is in thofe we give* 
Acceptance is the heaven which mortals know^ 
But 'tis the blifs of angels to bellow. 
Oh I emulate, my love, that talk divine, 
"be thou that angel, and that heaven be mine* 
Yet, yet relent, yet mtercept my fate : 
Alas ! r rave, and fue for new deceit. 
As foon the dead fhall from the grave return. 
As love extinguifh*d with new ardor bum. 
Oh ! that I dar'd to a£l a Roman part. 
And ftab thy image in this faithful heart. 
Where riveted for life fecure you reign, 
A cruel inmate, author of my pain : 
But coward-like irrefolute I wait 
Timers tardy aid, nor dare to rufh on fate ; 
Perhaps may linger on life*s lateft ftage. 
Survive thy cruelties, and fall by age : 
^o«— grief fhall fwell my fails, and fpeed me o'er 
(Defpair my pilot) to that quiet ihore 
Where I can truft; and thou betray no more. 

Might 
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^ght I but once ftgain behold thy duums. 

Might I but breathe my laft in thofe dear arms. 

On that lov'd face but fix my clofing eye. 

Permitted where I might not live to die. 

My foften'd fate I wou*d accufe no more; 

Bat fate has no fuch happinefs in ftore. 

*Tis paft, 'tis done — what gleam of hope behind. 

When I can ne'er be falfe, nor thou be kind ? 

Why then this care ? — *tis weak-— 'tis vain*— farewd— • 

At that laft word what agonies I feel ! 

J faint— I die-*remember I was true— « 

.•Tis all I aik — eternally— adieu !— 
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FLORA to POMPEY. 

By the Same. 

JPompey, ^utai he ivas njery youngs fell in hve ^tb Flora^ 

a Roman courtexan, i^jho ivas/o ^very beautiful that the 

Romans had her fainted to adorn the temple ef Caflor 

emd Pdlux. Geminius (Pompey V friend) after^wards 

fell in lo^ve tvith her too ; hut Jhe^ frepojjejfed fwith a faf 

fonfor Pompcy, 'would not lift en to Geminius. Pompey, 

in compajpon to hisfriend^ yielded him his mifirefs^ nnhich 

Flora took fo much to hearty that Jhe fell danger oufly ill 

Mpon it ; and in that Jicknefs is fuppo/ed to ijurite the fol' 

. lowing letter to Pompey. 

ERE death thefe clofing eyes for ever fhade, 
(That death thy cruelties have welcome made) 
Receive, thou yet lov'd man ! this one adieu. 
This laft ferewel to h^ppinefs and you. 
My eyes overflow with te^rs, my trembliog hand 
Can fcarce the letters form, or pen command : 
The dancing paper fwims before ray fight. 
And fcarce myfelf can read the words I write. 

Think you behold me in this loft eftate. 
And think yourfelf the author of my fate : 
How vaft the change ! your Flora's now become 
The gen'ral pity, not the boaft of Rome. 
This form, a pattern to the fculptor's art. 
This face, the idol once of Pompey's hearty 

(Whofe 
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(Whore piSur'i hesudcs Rome thought fit to place 
Yhe facred teaypies of her gods to grace) . 
^be charming now no more ; the bloom is fled. 
The lillies languid, and the rofes dead. 
Soon (hall fome hand the glorious work defacr. 
Where Grecian pencils tell what Flora was : 
No longer my refemblance they impart. 
They loft their likencTs, when I lojl thy heart. 

Oh ! that thofe hours could take their turn again. 
When Pompey, laboring with a jealous pain. 
His Flora thus befpoke : " Say,, my dear love ! 
^* Shall all thefe rivals unfuccefsful prove ? 
*« In vain, fgr ever, (hall the Roman youth 
*« Envy my happinefs, and tempt thy truth ? 
•« Shall neither tears nor pray'rs thy pity move ? 
^* Ah ! give not pity, 'tis akin to love. 
•* Would Flora were not fair in fuch excefs, 
*> That I might fear, tho' not adore her lefs.'' 

Fool that I was, I fought to eafe that grief. 
Nor knew indiflfrence follow'd the relief: 
Experience taught the cruel truth too late, 
I never dreaded, till I found my fate, 
^was mine to a(k if Pompey's felf could hear, 
Unmov'd, his rivals unfuccefsful pray'r ; 
To make thee fwear he'd not thy pity move; 
Alas ! fuch pity is no kin to love. 

'Twas thou thyfelf (ungrateful as thou art J) 

^ade me unbend the rigour of my heart : 

You 
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YoQ diid my faith, reproached my being tmc, 
(Umiat'ral thought !) and laboured to fubdue 
The conilancy my foul maintained for you ; 
To other arms your mifbrefs you condemn'd^ 
Too cool a lover, and too warm a friend. 

How could'il thou thus my lavilh heart abufe. 
To afk the only thing it could refufe ? 
Nor yet upbraid me, Pompcy, what I fay. 
For *tis my merit that I can't obey } 
Yet this alledg*d againft me as a fault. 
Thy rage fomented, and my ruin wrought. 
Juil gods ! what tye, what conduct can prevail 
O'er fickle man, when truth like mine can fail ? 

Urge not, to glofs thy crime, the name of frienc^ 
We know how far thofe facred laws extend ; 
Sinct other heroes have not blufh'd to prove 
How weak all paflions when opposed to love.: 
Nor boaft the virtuous conflid of thy heart, «% 

When gen'rous pity took Geminius' part ;. L 

*Tis all heroic fraud, and Roman art. 3 

Such flights of honour might amufe the crowds 
But by a mifbrefs ne'er can be allow'd ; 
Keep for the fenate, and the grave debate. 
That infamous hypocrify of ftate. ; 
There words are virtue, and your trade deceit 

No riddle is thy change, nor hard t' explain; 
Flora was fond, and Pompey lyas a mai\: 

No 
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Ko longer then a ipecioas t^le j^retend^ 
Nor plead fiditious ment to your friend : 
By nature falfe, you followed her decree. 
Nor genVous are to him, but falfeto me. 

You fay you melted at Geminius* tears^ 
You fay you felt his agonizing cares : 
Grofs artifice^ that this from him could move. 
And not from Flora, whom you fay .you love : 
« You could not bear to hear your riv^ figh. 
Yet bear unmoved to fee your miilrefs 4ie. 
Inhuman hypocrite ! not tlius can he 
My wrongs, and my diitrds, obdurate, fee.' 
He, who received, condemns the gift you made. 
And joins with me the giver to upbraid. 
Forgetting he's obliged, and mourning I'm betrayM. 
!He loves too well that cruel gift to ufe. 
Which Pompey lov'd too little to refufe : 
Fain would he call my vagrant lord again. 
Bat I the kind embaffador relbain^ 
I fcom to let another take my part. 
And to myfelf will owe or lofe thy heart. 

Can nothing e'er rekindle love in thee ? 

Can nothing e'er extinguiih it in me ? 

That I could tear thee from this injur'd breaft ! 

And where you gave my pcrfon, give the reft. 

At once to grant and punifh thy requeft. 

That I could place thy worthy rival there ! 

No fecond iniUt tieed my fondnefs fear; 

He 
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He views not Flora wiA ker Pompcy*s cjrw. 
He loves like me, he doats^ deipairs, and diet* 

Come to my arms, thoa dear, deferving yoath f 
Thoa prodigy o£ man ! thoa man with tmth ! 
FcMrhim, I will redouble every care, 
Topleafe, for him, thefe faded charms repair ; 
To crown his vows, and fliarpen thy defpair. 

Oh! 'tis illofion all! and idle rage f 
No fecond paffion can this heart engage ; 
And ihortly, Pompey, ihall thy Flora prove. 
Death may diiTolve^ bnt nothing change her love. 
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ARISBE to MARIUS Junior. 

From FONTENELLE. 

By the Same* 

When Marhis tvas expelled from Rome hy Sylla^ faOim^ 

• andretiredinto AhicsLy his f on (avho aecompanfd himj 

fell into the hands of Hiempfal king of Nmnidta* ^nb9 

kept him frifoner. One of the mifirejfes of theit king fell 

in love loith Mzihl^ junior , and 'was Jo generous to con^. 

triwe and gi<ve him his liberty f tho* by that means Jhe fa-- 

trifced her love for ever, ''Ttwas after he hadrejoitCdbii 

father^ that Jhe ivrit him the following letter, 

L 

OF all I valued, all I lov'd bereft. 
Say, has my heart this little comfort left ? 
That you the mem'ry of its truth retain, 
y^nd think with gratefiil pity on my pain ? 

II. 
Tho' but with life my forrows can have end, 
(For death alone can join me to my friend) 
Yet think not I repent I fet you free, 
I mourn your abfence, not your liberty. 

III. 
Before my Marius left Numidia*s coafi. 
Each day I faw him ; fcarce an hour was loft : 
Now months and years muft pafs, nay life fliall prove 

But one long abfence from the man I love. 

IV. Painful 



a 9^1 

IV. 
Painful fcfiefliOn f poyfon to my mind i 
Was it but mortal too, it would be kind : 
But mad xi/ith grief I fearch the palace roundf. 
And in that madnefs dream youVe to be found. 

V, 
Would^ft thou believe it ? to thofe walls I fly 
Where thou wer^t captive held ; there frantick cry^ • 
Thefe fetter* fure my vagrant's flight reflrain^d ; 
Alas ! thefe fetters I myfelf unchain'd. 

VI. 

The live-long day I mourn, I loath the light. 
And wait impatient €such. returning night : 
Whaty tho* the horrid gloom augment my grief | 
*Tis grateful Mi, for I difdalm relief. 

vir. 

That coz*ner hope intrudes not on my wbe ; 
One only interval my forrows know ; 
When dreams» the kind reverfers of my pain. 
Bring back my charming fugitive again. 

VIII. 
Yet there's a grief furpafling all the reft ; 
A jealous dzmon whifpers in my breaft, 
Marius was falfe ; for liberty alone 
The fhow of love the hypocrite put on. 

IX. Then 
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IX. 

Then I refle£l (ah ! would I cotild forgeC !) 
How much your thoughts on war and Rome were fct. 
How little paffion did that condud prove ! 
Too ftrong thy reafon^ but too weak thy love* 

X. 

Thy fword, *tis true, a father's caufe demands; 
But 'twas a mUbrefs gave it to thy hands : 
Trolove, and duty jufty give each their par^ 
His be the arm» and mine be all thy heart. 

xr. 

But what avail thefe thoughts ? fond wretch> give o'er I 
MarinSy or falfe, or true, is thine no more : 
Since Fate has caft the lot, and we muft part. 
Why (hould I wifh to think I had his heart? 

XII. 
Yes : let me cherifh that remembrance ilill ; 
That thought alone fhall foften ev'ry ill ; 
To tell my foul, his love, his truth was fuch. 
All was his due, nor have I done too much. 

XIII. 
Deceitful comfort ! let me not perfuade 
My cred'lous heart its fondnefs was repaid % 
It makes my foul with double anguiih mourn 
Thofe joys, which never, never muft return. 

Vol. IV. O XIV. Per^ 
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XIV. 
Perhaps ev'n yoa what moft I wiih oppofe. 
And in the Roaian all die lover lofe : 
I*m a Nomidian, and your fool difdains 
To bear th* ing^rioas weight of foreign chains^ 

XV. 
Can any dimate then fo barb'rons proves 
To ftand exdaded from the laws of Love ^ 
His empire's univeHal, unconiin'd. 
His proxy beauty^ and his flaves mankind., 

XVI. 
Nor am I a Nomidian but by name. 
For I can int'reft for my love difclaim: 
My virtue fhows what 'twas the gods deiign'd^ 
By chance on Afirick's clay they (bimp'd a Roman mind. 

XVII. 
Not all the heroes which your Rome can boaft. 
So much for fame^ as I for you have lofl : 
Yourfelf I loft : oh! grateful, then confcfs. 
My tryal greater, tho' my glory Icfs. 

XVIII. 
Yes, partial gods !. inflidlers of my care ! 
Be witnefs what I felt, what grief, what fear ! 
When full of flifled woes the night he fled. 
No figh I dar'd to breathe, no tear to ihed, 

XIX. Whilft 
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XIX. 
Whilft men of faith approved, a ckofen crew; 
Firm to their truft, and to their mtftrefs true. 
With care too.pundtual my commands -obey. 
And hi one freight my life and thee convey. 

,XX. 

The harder talk was mine ; condemned to bett 
With brow ferene, my agonizing care ; 
To mix in idle talk, to force a fmile, 
A king and jealous lover to.begoile. 

XXI. 
Think in that dreadful interval of fate^ 
All I held dear, thyfafety in debate. 
Think what I fufier'dy whilil my heart afraid 
Suggefis a thoufand time& that all's beU'^y'd,^ 

XXIL 
A thoufand times revolving in my soind 
The doubtful chance ; oh ! Love ! faid I^ be kind ] 
Propitious to my fcheme, thy vot'ry aid. 
And be my fondnefs by fuccefs repaid. 

XXIII. 
Now bolder grown, with fanguine hopes elatc^ 
My fancy reprefents thy fmiling fate ; 
The guards deceived, and ev'ry danger o'er. 
The winds already waft him from the (hore. 

G a XXIV. Thef(i 
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XXIV. 

ThtSe pleafisg images anew impart 
Life to mj eyes, and g^adnefs to mjlteart^ 
Difpel the gloomy fean diat dood my fiicCf 
And chann the little fiotteier to peace. 

XXV. 
But now the kingy or taftelefs to my charms^ 
Or weary of an aUent miftreis* arms. 
His own apartment feeksy and gratefiil reft ; 
Tliat courted ftranger to die carefbl breaft. 

t 

XXVI. 

Whilft 1, by hopes and fears alternate fway^^ 
Impatient aik the flaves if I'm obey'd. 
Tis done, diey cry^d, and ftmck me with defjpur; 
For what I longed to'know, I dy*d to hear. 

XXVII. 
Fantaftick torn of a diftraded mind ; 
I blam*d the gods for having been too kind ; 
Cnrs'd die foccefs diey granted to my vows. 
And this afliftant hand that fillM my woes. 

XXVIII. 
Such was my frenzy in that hour of care. 
And fach th* injuftice of my bold defpair ; 
That even thofe, nngratefol I apbraid, 
^Whofe fatal diligence my will obey'd^ 

XXIX. Scaro 
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Scarce, Marius, did thyfelf efcape my rage ; 
(Moft lovM of men !) when fears of black prefage 
Defcribe thy heart fo fond of liberty. 
It never gave one parting throb for me. 

XXX. 

At cv'ry ftep you ihoald have turn'd your eye, 
Dropt a regretful tear, and heav'd a figh ; 
The nature of the grace I fhew'd was fuch. 
You not deferv'd it, if it pleas'd too much, 

XXXI. 
A lover would have lingered as he fled. 
And oft in anguifh to himfelf have faid, 
Farewel for ever f Ah I yet more he*d done, 
A lover never would have fled alone. 

XXXII. 
To force me from a hated rival's bed. 
Why comes not Marias at an army's head ? 
Oh ! did thy heart but wifh to fee that day, 
'Twoold all my paft, and future woes overpay. 

XXXIII. 
But vain are all thefe hopes : preferve thy breaft 
From falfhood only, I forgive the reft : 
Too happy, if no envy'd rival boaft 
Thofe joys Arifbe for her Marius loft, 

G 3 ROXANi^ 
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ROXANA to PHILOCLES. 

From Les Lettres Persakxes. 

By the Same. 

iLoxana, are of U(bcckV rmi'ves^ mms found {tx:bilft he 'was 
in Earope) in bed'onth Inr It^^er^ tcinmijht bad pri'oatdy 
let into the feraglh. The guardian eunucb 'u.bs difce^vered 
thtm^ bad tbe man murdered on the ff^ty and ber clofe 
f^eerded till be recei^ved irjlruliions from bis mafter bovj 
io difpcfe of ber. During that inter^val fie fruallcFwtd 
foyfouy and isfufpefed to 'v^rite thefoiUFwing Utter 'wbiip 
foe is dying. 

THINK not I write my innocence to prove. 
To fuc for pitjr, or awake thy love : 
No mean defence exped, or abjed prayVs ; 
Thoa know*ft no mercy, and I know no tears : 
I laugh at all thy vengeance has decreed. 
Avow the faft, and glory in the deed. 

Yes, tyrant f I deceived thy fpies and thee ; 
PleasM in opprellion, and in bondage free : 
The rigid agents of thy cruel laws 
By gold I won to aid my juder caufe : 
With dextrous Ikill eluded all thy care. 
And aded more than jealoufy could fear : 
To wanton bowVs this prifbn-houfe I tum'd. 
And blefs*d that abfence which you thought I m9um-d. 

Bui 
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But fliort thofe joy» allow'd by niggard Fate, 
Yet fo refin'd, fo exquifitely great. 
That their excefs compenfated their date. 

I die : already in each burning vein 
I feel the poys'nous draught, and blefs the pain : 
For what is liTe unlefs its joys we prove ? 
And where is joy depriv'd of what we love ? 

Yet, ere I die, this juftice I have paid 
To my dear murder'd lover's injured fhade: 
Thofe facrilegious inftruments of power. 
Who wrought that ruin thefe fad eyes deplore. 
Already with tlieir blood their crimes attone, 
/knd for his life have facrific'd their own. 

Thee, tho' rcflraint and abfence may defend 
From my revenge, my curfes fUll attend : 
Defpair like mine, barbarian I be thy part, 
Remorfe afflift, and forrow fting thy heart. 

Nor think this hate commencing in my breafl, 
Tho' prudence long its latent force fupprefs'd ; 
I knew thofe wrongs that I was forc'd to bear. 
And curs'd thofe chains Injuftice made me wear. 

For could*ft thou hope Roxana to deceive 
With idle tales, which only fools believe ? 
Poor abjed fouls in fuperftition bred. 
In ign'rance train'd, by prejudice mifled; 
Whom hireling dervifes by proxy teach 
From thofe whofe falfe prerogative they preach. 

G 4 Didfl 
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DHA Aoa bxupat me fo weak of mind, 
Becaofe I monnar'd not, I ne*er repinM, 
But hagg'd my chain, and thought my jaylor kind ? 
That willingly diofc laws I e'er obey'd. 
Which Pride invented, and Oppreffion made ? 
And whilft felf-licens'd through the world yon rove. 
To quicken appetite by change in love ; 
Each paffion fated, and each wiih poifefs'd. 
That Luft can urge, or Fancy can fuggefti 
That I fhould mourn thy lois with fond regret. 
Weep the misfortune, and the wrong forget ? 

Could I believe that heav'n this beauty gave, 
(Thy tranfient pleafure, and thy laiUng flave ;) 
Indu'd with reafon, only to fulfil 
The harfh commands of thy capricious will ? 
No, Ufbeck, no, my foul difdain'd thofe laws; 
And tho* I wanted pow'r f alTert my caufe. 
My right I knew ; and Hill thofe pleafures fought. 
Which Juftice warranted, and Nature taught : 
€>n Cuflom's fenfelefs precepts I refin'd, 
I weighed what heav*n, I knew what man defign'd. 
And formed by her own rules my free-bom mind. 

Thus whilft this wretched body own'd thy powV, 
DoomM, unredrefs'd, its hardfhips to deplore; 
My foul fubfervient to herfelf alone. 
And Reafon independent on her throne, 
Contcmn'd thy diftates, and obey'd their own. 
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Yet thus far to my condud thanks are iw. 
At leaft I CQndefcended to feem true ; 
EndeavourM ftill my fentiments to hide^ 
Indulged thy vanity, and iboth^d thy pride. 
Tho^ this fabmiflion to a tyrant paid. 
Whom not my duty, bat my fean obeyed. 
If rightly weigh'dy would more deferve thy blame. 
Who call it Virtue, but prophane her name: 
For to the world I ihould have own'd that love. 
Which all impartial judges muft approve : 
You urgM a right to tyrannize n^y hear^ 
Which he folliciting, aflTaird by art, 
Whilft I» impadent of the name of ilave. 
To force refusM, what I to merit gave. 

Oft, as thy flaves this wretched body led 
To the detefted pleafures of thy bed | 
In thofe foft nioments, confecrate to joy. 
Which extacy and tranfport ihould emplpy | 
ClafpM in your arms^ you wondered ftill to find 
So cold my kiffes, fo composed my mind : 
jBijit had thy cheated eyes difcem'd aright. 
You'd found avcrfion, where you fought delight. 

Not that my foul inpapable of love, 
No charms could warm, np tendernefs could move ; 
For him, whofe love my evVy thought poiTefs'd, 
A fiercer pafiion fiird this conflant breaft, 
Than truth e'er felt, or falftiood e'er profefs'd. 

This 
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TMs flile smxiual to diy pride appearft 
For troth's a ftranger to the tjnLiit's ears ; 
Sot what hare I to manage or to diead f 
KcR-direats alam, nor infolts hmt the dead : 
Ko wrongs they feel, no miieries they find ^ 
Cares are the legacies we leare behind : 
In the calm gi'ave no Ulbecks we deplore 
No tjrrant hofbafld, no oppreflive pow V. 
Alas ! I £unt-*Death intercepts the left : 
The Tenom'd dmg is befy in my breaft : 
Each nerve's onfirong : a mift obfcores the day 
My fenfes^ ftrength, and ev'n my hate decay : 
Tho' rage a while the ebbing fpirits ftay'd^ 
*ris pail — they fink beneath the tranfi^nt aid. 
Take then, inhnman wretch ? my lail farcwd ; 
Pain be thy portion here, hereafter, hell : 
And when our prophet ihall my fate decree 
Be any curfe my pnnifhment, bot thee. 
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EPILOGUE defign'd for Sophonisba, 

And to have been fpoken by Mrs. Oldfield. 

By the Same, 

BEFORE you fign poor Sophonifba's doom^ 
In her behalf petitioner I come ; 
Not but our author knows, whate'er I fay. 
That 1 could find objeftions to his play. 
This double marriage for her country's good, 
I told him ne\''er would be underftood. 
And that ye all would fay, 'twas flefh and blood. 
Had Carthage only been in madam's head. 
Her champion never had been in her — ^bed : 
For could the ideot think a hufband's name 
Would make him quit his intereft, friends and fame ; 
That he would rifque a kingdom for a wife. 
And aft dependent in a place for life ? 
Yet what Hem Catofhall condemn the fair, 
Whilft publick good ihe thunder'd in your ear. 
If private intereft had a little fhare. 
You know, ihe adted not againft the laws 

Of thofe old-fafhioned times; that in her caufe 

Old 



I 



C io8 ] 

Old Syphax could no longer make a (land. 

And Maffinifla woo'd her fword in hand. 

Bat did (he take the way to whet that fword f 

Heroes fight coldly when wives give the word. 

She (hould have kept him keen^ employed her charms 

Not as a bribe^ bat to reward his arms ; 

Have told him when Rome yielded ihe would yield, 

Andient him freih, not yawning, to the field. 

She talk'd it well to roufe him to the fight. 

Bat like Penelope, when out of fight, 

AH (he had done by day, undid by night. 

Is diis your wily Carthaginian kind ? 

No Englifh woman had been half fo kind. 

What from a hufband^s hand could fhe exped. 

But ratfbane, or that common fate, negledl ? 

Fcrhap6 fome languifhing foft fair may fay, 

Boylbn^s fo (hocking— but confider pray. 

She lear*d the Roman, he the marriage chain; 

AH other means to free them both were vain. 

Let none then MafilniiTa's condud blame. 

He firft his love confulted, then his fame. 

And if the fair one with too little art, 

Whilft feemingly (he play'd a patriot-part. 

Was fecretly the dupe of her own heart ; 

Forgive a fault (he (Irove fo well to hide. 

Nor be compa(fion to her fate deny'd. 

Who liv'd unhappily, and greatly dy'd. 



! 



1 



An 



[ 109 1 

An Imitation of the Eleventh Ode of the 
Firft Book of Horace. 

JBy the Same, 

FOrbear, ray dear Stephen, with a fruitlefs defire 
Into traths which are better concealed to jenquire; 
Perhaps many years are albw!d Jis byFatc, 
Or next winter perhaps is the laft of their date : 
Let the credulous fools whom afbologers cheats 
Exult or defpond, as they vary deceit ; 
Who anticipate care» their own pleafure deftroy^ 
And invite difappointment who build upon joy ; 
All ills unfdrefeen we the eafieft endure^ 
What avails to forefee, unlefs foreflght could cure ? 
And from ills by their art how can wretches be freed^ 
When that art muft be falfe, or thofe ills be decreed i 
From reflection and hope little comfort we find. 
To pofleffion alone let thy thoughts be confined; 
To-day*s all the treafure poor mortals can boait^ 
For to-morrow's not gain'd, and yefterday's loft; 
Even now whilft I write, time fteals on our youth. 
And a moment's cut off from thy friendfhip and truth; 
Then feizc the fwift blefling, enjoy the dear now. 
And take, not expert, what hereafter'U beftow. 

A 



A LOVE LETTER. 

By the Same, 

WHAT ftiall I fay to iix thy wav'ring mind. 
To chafe thy doubts, and force thee to be kind? 
What weight of argument can turn the fcale. 
If interceffion from a lover fail ? 
By what fhall I conjure thee to obey 
This tender fummons, nor prolong thy ftay ? 
If unabated in this conftant breaft 
That paffion burns which once thy vows profefsM i 
If abfence has not chill*d the languid Hame^ 
Its ardour and its purity the fame ; 
Indulge thofe tranfports, and no more controul 
The dictates of thy fond confenting foul ; 
By no vain fcruple be thy purpofe fway'd. 
And only Love implicitly obey'd : 
Let inclination this debate decide. 
Nor be thy prudence, but thy heart thy guide : 
But real prudence never can oppofe 
What Love fuggefts, and Gratitude avows : 
The warm dear raptures which thy bofom move, 
'Tis virtue to indulge, 'tis wifdom to improve : 
For think how few the joys allowed by Fate, 
How mix'd the cup, how ihort their longed date ! 

How 
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How onward dill the ftream of pleafure flows ! 

That no reflux the rapid current knows ! 

Not ev'n thy charms can bribe the rathleis hand 

Of rigid Time, to flay his ebbing fand ; 

Fair as thou art, that beauty mufl; decay; 

The night of age fucceeds the brightefl day : 

That cheek where Nature's fweetefl garden blows. 

Her whiteft lily, and her warmefl rofe ; 

Thofe eyes, thofe meaning miniflers of LovCp 

Who, what thy lips can only utter, prove ; 

Thefe mufl refign their luftre, thofe their bloonv * 

And find with meaner charms one common doom : 

Pafs but a few fliort years, this change mufl: be ; 

Nor one lefs dreadful flialt thou mourn in jne : 

For tho* no chance can alienate my flgme. 

While thine to feed the lamp, fliall burn the famc# 

Yet fliallithe flream of years abate that firc^ ^■ 

And cold efleem fucceed to warm defire : 

Then on thy breafl unraptur'd fliall I dwell* 

Nor feel a joy beyond what I can tell : 

Or fay, fliould flcknefs antedate that woe. 

And intercept what Time would elfe allow ; 

If Pain fliould pall my tafte to all thy charms. 

Or Death himfelf fliould tear me from thy arms ; 

How would'fl thou then regret with fruitlefs truth. 

The precious fquander'd hours of health and youth ? 

Come then, my love, nor trufl the future day. 

Live whilfl we can, be happy whilft we may ; 

1 For 
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For wHat is life onlefs its joys we prove ? 
And what is happine(s hot mutual love ? 
Our time is wealth no frugal hand can ftore» 
All our pofleffion is the prefent hour. 
And he who fpares to ufe it, ever poor. 
The golden imw is all that we can boaft ; 
And that (like fnow) at once is grafp'd and loft. 
Hade, wing thy paflage then, no more delay. 
But to thefe eyes their fole delight convey. 
Not thus I languifh'd for thy virgin charms. 
When firft furrender'd to thefe eager arms. 
When firft admitted to that heav'n, thy bi^aft. 
To mine I ftrain'd that charming foe to reft : 
How leaps my confdous heart, whilft I retrace 
The dear idea of that ftrid embrace ? 
When on thy boibm quite entrancM I lay. 
And lov^d unfated the fliort night away ; 
Whilft half relttdant you, and half refign'd, 
Amidft fears, wifties, pain and pleafure joinM, 
Now holding off, now growing to my breaft. 
By turns reproved me, and by turns careis'd. 
Oh ! how remembrance throbs in eveiy vein ! 
I {Mnt, I ficken for that fcene again ; 
My fenfes ach, I can no word command. 
And the pen totters in my trembling hand. 
Farewel, thou only joy on earth I know. 
And all that man can tafte of heav'n below. 



\ 
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♦ V E R S E S to Dr. G£orge Rogers, on his tat^ 
ing the Degree of Doctor in Phytic at Padua, ia 
the Year ibb/^. 

By Mr. Waller. 

WH E N as of old the earth's bold children flrovei 
With hills on hills, to fcale the throne of Jove i 
Pallas and Mars flood by their fov'reign's fide. 
And their bright arms in his defence employed : 
While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft 
Who joy in peace and love the Mufes beft« 
Defcending from their fo diftemper'd feat. 
Oar groves and meadows chofe for their retreat. 
There firft Apollo tried the various ufe 
Of herbs, and learned the virtue of their juice. 
And framed that art, to which who can pretend < 
A jttfter title than oar noble friend. 
Whom the like tempeft drives from his abode. 

And like employment entertains abroad ? 

This crowns him here ; and, in the bays fo eamM« 

His country's honour is no lefs concerned ; 

Since it appears, not all the Englifh rave. 

To ruin bent : fome ftudy how to fave. 

And as Hippocrates did once extend 

His facred art, whole cities to amend ; 

So we, brave friend, fuppofe that thy great Ikill, 

Thy gentle mind, and fair example, will, 

• This little foem nvasy among federal others on the fame occa* 

fion^ printed by Dr, Rogers ivith pis inaugural exercife at Padua ; 

andafierwards in the fame manner refmbUJbed by bim at London^ 

together tvith his Harveian oration bejore the college ofpbjificians^ 

in the year i68ft ; nubile Mr, Waller nHHujiet liwng. 

Vol. IV. H At 
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At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle, 

Their fpirits calm ; and peace again (hall fmilc. 

£dm. Waller, Angles. 
Patavii, typis Pauli Frambotti, 

V I R G I L's Tomb. 
Naples 1741. 

■ Tenues igna<vo Polite chordai 



Pul/o i Murotteique redens in margine tetnpli 

Sua animum^ ^ magni tumults adcanto magtftru Stat. 

ICamCy great bard, to gaze upon thy fhrine. 
And o'er thy relicks wait th' infpiring Nine : 
For fure, I faid, where Maro's afhes fleep. 

The weeping Mufes muft their vigils keep : 
Still o'er their fav'rite's monument they mourn. 
And with poetic tropies grace his urn : 
Have placed the fhield and martial trumpet here ; 
The fhepherd's pipe, and rural honours there : 
Pancy had deck'd the confecrated ground. 
And fcatter'd never-fading rofes round. 
And now my bold romantic thought afpires 
To hear the echo of celeftial lyres ; 
Then catch fome found to bear delighted home. 
And boaft I learnt the verfe at Virgil's tomb : 
Or ftrctch'd beneath thy myrtle's fragrant Ihade, 
With dreams extatic hov'ring o'er my head. 
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See forms aaguft, and laurePd ghofls afcend, 
And with thyfelf, perhaps, the long proceffion end* 

I came — but foon the phantoms difappear'd ; 
Far other fcenes, than wanton Hope had rear'd ; 
No faery rites, no fan Val pomp I found ; 
No trophied walls with wreaths of laurel round : 
A mean unhonour*d ruin faintly fhow'd * 

The fpot where once thy maufoleum flood : 
Hardly the form remained ; a nodding dome 
O'ergrown with mofs is now all Virgil's tomb. 
'Twas fuch a fcene as gave a kind relief 
T© memory, in fweetly-penfive grief : 
Gloomy, unpleafing images it wrought ; 
No mufing, foft complacency of thought: 
For Time had canker'd all, and worn away 
Ev'n the lafl, mournful graces of decay : 
Oblivion, hateful goddefs, fate before. 
And covered with her dulky wings the door : 
No filver harps I heard, no Mufe's voice. 
But birds obfcene in horrid notes rejoice : 
Fancy recoiPd, and with his tinfel train 
Forfook the chearlefs fcene ; no more remain 
The warm ambitious hopes of airy youth ; 
Severe Reflection came, and frowning Truth : 
Away each glittVing gay idea fled. 
And bade a melancholy train fucceed. 
That formed, or feem'd to form, a mournful call 

In feeble echoes muttVing round the wall. 

H 2 Seek 



Seek not the Mofes here ! th^ affrighted maids 
Have fled Parthenope's polluted fhades : 
Her happy (hores, the feats of joy and eafe. 
Their fav'rite manfions once, no longer pleafe : 
No longer, as of old, in tranfport loft. 
The Mers rove along th' enchanted coaft ; 
They tarn with horror from each much-lov'd ftream. 
And loath the fields that were their darling theme : 
The tunefiil names themfelves once fondly gave 
To ey^ry fwelling hill, and mofly cave. 
So pleafing then, are only heard with fighs ; 
And each fad echo bids their forrow rife. 

Yet Nature fmiles, as when their Virgil fung. 
Nor 'midft a fairer fcene his lyre was ftrung : 
Still bloom the fweets of his elyfium here. 
And the fame charms in ev'^ry grove appear. 
But ah ! in vain indulgent funs prevail ; 
Health and delight in ev'ry balmy gale 
Are wafted now in vain : fmall comfort bring 
To weeping eyes the beauties of the fpring. 
To groaning flaves thofe fragrant meads belong, 
Where Tully dictated, and Maro fung. 
Long fince, alas f thofe golden days are flown. 
When here each Science wore its proper crown ; 
Pale Tyranny has laid their altars low. 
And rent the laurel from the Mufe's brow : 
What wonder then 'midft fuch a fcene to fee 
The Arts expire with bleeding Liberty ? 

Penfivc 
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Pcnfivc and fad, each fair angelic form 

Droops, like the wearied dove beneath a florm : 

Far other views the poet's thought engage. 

Than the warm glories of th' Auguftan age. 

Can mis'ry bid th' imagination glow ? 

Or genius brighten 'midft domeftic woe ? 

To fee defponding wretches round him pine, 

Horace had wept beneath the Alban vine. 

Sad fits the bard amidft his country *s tears. 

And fighs, regardlefs of the wreath he wears. 

Did ever Want and Famine fweetly fing ? 

The fetter'd hand uncouthly ftrikes the ftring. 

Lo ! ftern Oppreflion lifts her iron rod, * 

And ruin waits th' imperious harpy's nod : 

Black Defolation, and deilrudive War, 

Rife at the fignal, and attend her car. 

From the dire pomp th' affrighted ihepherd flies. 

And leaves his flock the rav'nous foldier's prize. 

Where now are all the nymphs that bleft the plains ? 

Where, the full chorus of contented fwains ? 

The fongs of love, of liberty and peace. 

Are heard no more ; the dance and tabor ceafe : 

To the foft oaten pipe, and paft'ral reed. 

The din of arms, and clarion's blaft fucceed : 

Dire (hapes appear in ev'ry op'ning glade ; 

And Furies howl where once the Mufes flrayM. 

Is this the queen of realms, for arts renown'd ? 
This captive maid^ that weeps upon the ground ! 

H 3 Alas! 
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Alas ! how chang'd !— dejedled and forlorn ? 
The mifh-efs of the world become the fcorn ! 
Around Hand Rapine, Horror and Defpair ; 
And Ig'rance, dark ally of barb'rous War : 
She, at th^ ufurping Vandal's dread command, 
Diiplays her gloomy banner o'er the land : 
Beneath its chilling fhade negledled lies. 
Each Mer Art ; and unlamented dies. 
Lo ! Sculpture lets her ufelefs chifTel fall ; 
While on fome ruin'd temple's broken wall 
Sad Archite£lure fits ; and fees with fhame 
Mif-fhapen piles ufurp her injur'd name : 
Mufic and Verfe, unhappy twins ! belong 
To antique Mafque, and weak unmanly Song : 
The gath'ring deluge fwells on ev'ry fide. 
And monkifh Superftition fwells the tide. 
By the refiftlefs torrent overborn 
Floats ev'ry virtue, from its bafis torn : 
Fair Learning droops, the fick'ning Arts decay -, 
And ev'ry laurel fades, and ev'ry bay. 
All is confus'd, no traces now are feen 
To fhew what wretched Italy has been. 

Thus once Vefuvius, crown'd with circling wood, 
Parthenope, thy beauteous neighbour Hood : 
Perpetual Spring cloath'd the fair mountain's fide ; , 
And what is now thy terror, was thy pride. 
Sudden th' imprifon'd flames burft forth ; and laid 
On fmoaky heaps each Ihrieking Dryad's ihade : 

Now 
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Now deep in afties finks the myrtle bow'r. 
O'er beds of flow'rs fulphureous torrents roar ; 
And exil'd demi-gods their ruin'd feats deplore. 



] 



The L I N K. A Ballad. 

Y£ ladies that live in the city or town» 
Fair Winton or Alresford fo fine and fo gay ; 
And ye neat country laffes in clean linen gown. 
As neat and as blithe and as pretty as they : 
Come away (bait to Ovington, for you can't think 
What a charming new walk there is made on the Link, 

Look how lovely the profpe6l, the meadows how green. 
The fields and the woods, in the vale or the hill ; 
The trees, and the cottage that peeps out between. 
The clear flream that runs bubbling in many a rill. 
That will (how your fair face as you (land on the brink. 
And murmurs mod fweetly all under the Link. 

How pleafant the morning, how clear the blue iky. 

How pure the frefh air, and how healthy the place ! 

Your heart goes a pit-a-pat light as a fly. 

And the blood circles brifkly, and glows in your face : 

Wou'd you paint your fair cheeks with the rofe and the pink ? 

Tlvow your wafhes away, take a walk on the Link. 

H 4 After 
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After dinner the ^fquire ere die ladies retreat, 
Marches off with fome friends diat will ply the briik glafs s 
Give us liquor enongh, and a good pleafant feat. 
And <^amn yonr fine tafte, and year finical lafs : 
Al frefco, my lads, well caroofe and we'll drink. 
Take yonr bottle each man, and away to the Link. 

Not fo gentle Colliii, whom love holds in thrall. 
To MoUy he deals all in filence away ; 
And when nooght can be heard bat the rude water-fdl. 
And the woodbine breathes fweeteft at clofe of the day. 
He takes her foft hand, and he tips her the wink. 
Come, my dear, let as take a cool walk on the Link. 

Bat, o ye fair maidens, be fare have a care. 

Nor lay yoarfelves open to love's cruel dart ; 

Of the hoar and the place and the feafon beware. 

And goard well, each pafFage that leads to yoar heart; 

Sly Cupid will fteal in at fome little chink. 

If you walk in the evening too late on the Link. 

Ye poets fo lofty, who love to retire 

From the noife of the town to the flream and the wood ; 

Who in epics or tragics, with marvellous fire. 

Utter founds by mere mortals not well underflood ; 

Here mouthe your loud ftrain, and here ply pen and ink. 

Quit ParnaiTus and Pindus, and come to the Link. 

1 AnB 



And come you, who for thought are at little expence. 

Who indite gentle paftoral, ballad, or fong ; 

You fee with fmooth numbers, and not too much fenle. 

How the verfes run eafy and glibly along ; 

And the rhime at the clofe how it falls with a clink^ 

So kind are the Mufes that fport on the Link. 




THE 



S Q^U IRE of DAMES. 
A POEM- 



In S P E N S E R's Stile. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

A tb^fnjenth Canto of the Legend 0/ ChaHity, in Spenfer's 
Fairy Queen, the Squire of Dames tells Satyrane, that 
hy order of his mi fir eft Col umbel (after halving ferved 
the ladies for a year) he iMas Jent out a fecond time^ not 
to return till he could find three hundred njoomen incapable 
of yielding to any temptation, The had fuccefs he met wuitb 
in the courfe of three years ^ ixjhich is flight ly touched upon 
by Spenfer, is the foundation of thefollonuing poem, 

PRO. 
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PROLOGUE. 

I. 

HARD is the heart diat nevtr knew to lovt, 
Ne fek the pleafing angniih of defire. 
Ye Britifh maids, more fair than Venus* dove. 
For yon alone I tone my humble lyre ; 
Adopt me, nymphs, receive me in yom* quire. 
Make me yom* bard ; for that is all my care : 
Then (hall I envy not that aged fire. 
Who doth for coart his annual fong prepare : 

I lever myrtle wreath than Kefar's laurel wear. 

II. 
Think not becaufe I write of Columbel 
I thence would blall the fex with impious tale; 
Tranfa^lions vile of foreign ftronds I tell, 
Ne 'gainft a Britifli female would I rail 
For all the wealth that rolls on Indian grail. 
Here, beauty, truth, and chaflity are found ; 
Eleonora here, with vifage pale. 
Did fuck the poifon from her Edward's wound. 

And Anna's nuptial faith fhall ftond for aye renown'd. 

III. 
See the fair fwans on Thamis' lovely tide. 
The which do trim their pennons filver bright. 
In (liining ranks they down the waters ride ; 
Qft have mine eyes devoured the gallant fight* 

Then 
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Then caft thy looks, with wonder and delight. 
Where yon fweet nymphs enjoy the ev'ning air. 
Some daunce along the green, like fairies light. 
Some flow'rets cull to deck their flowing hair; r^-^j, 
Then tell me, foothly, fwain, which fight thou deem'ft moft 

IV. 
To you, bright ftars, that {parkle on our ifle, 
I give my life, my fortune, and my fame j 
For my whole guerdon grant me but a fmile, 
A fmile from you is all I hope or claim ; • 
Nor age's ice my ardent zeal fhall tame. 
To my life's end I fhall your names adore. 
Not hermits' bofoms feel fo pure a flame, 
Warm'd by approval I more high fliall foar : 
Jleceive my humble lays, my heart was yours before^ 

V. 
Should youconfent, I'll quit my fhepherd's grey. 
And don more graceful and more coftly gear. 
My crook and fcrip I'll throw with fcorn away. 
And in a famite garment ftreit appear. 
Farewell, ye groves, which once I held fo dear ; 
Farewell, ye glens, I other joys purfue j 
Then fliall the world your matchlefs pow'r revere. 
And own what wonders your fweet fmiles can do. 
That could a iimple clown into a bard tranimew. 

CANTO 
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CANTO I. 

ARGUMENT. 

Tie Squire of Dames to Satyraxic 

His hifiory doth telly 
With all the toils he underiuent 

To gain his Columbel, 

I. 

THE Squire of Dames his tale thus 'gan to tdl j 
Sith you command my tongue, fir Satyrane, 
I now will all declare that me befell, 
Th£ caufe of muchel fcath and dol'rous pain, 
Ne Ihall thy gentle eye from tears refrain. 
Me Columbel commanded far to go 
Till I (hould full three hundred nymphs, attain, 
Whofe hearts (hould aye with Virtue's lefTons glow. 
And to all fwains but one cry out for ever. No. 

II. 
To find the fortilage that ne'er will yield 
Is not an eafy matter, good fir Knight ; 
Troy town, they fay, is now a grafs-grown field. 
That long withHood the force of Grecian might ; 

And 
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And caftles fall tho' deep in earth empight ; 

Ne ought fo ftrong is found but what may fail. 

The fun at laft fhall lofe his glorious light. 

And vows or bribes o'er women may prevail ; 
Their hearts are made of flefh, and mortal fiefh is frail. 

III. 

With heavy heart, and full of cark I go 

And take my conge of my blooming maid, 

I kifs'd her hond, and, louring very low. 

To her beheft at length myfelf array'd : 

The fair we love cxpedts to be obey'd, 

Altho' (he bid us with the keftrel fly ; 

So forth I prick, tho' much by doubt difmayM, 

The hard experiment refolv'd to try : 
For fhe was wondVous fair, and much in love was L 

IV. 

A grove I reach 'd, where tuneful throttles fung. 

The linnet here did ope his little throat. 

His twitdng jells around the cuckoo flung. 

And the proud goldfinch ftiow^d his painted coat, 

Andhaird us with no inharmonious note : 

The robin eke here tun'd his fonnet flirill. 

And told the foothing ditty all by rote. 

How he with leaves his pious beak did fill, T* 

To Ihroudthofe pretty babes, whom Sib unkind would kill. 

V. And 
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V. 

And many a fair NardfTas deck*d the plains 
'That feem'd anew their perfons to admire j 
Here Ajax told his dolors o'er again. 
And am'rous Clytie ficken*d with deiire ; • 
Here the blown rofe her odors fweet did Ipirc j 
Thro' the dun grove a mnnn'ring river led 
His chryflal flreams that wound in many a gyre i 
The baleful willow all the banks befpread. 

And ever to the breeze ycurPd his hoary head. 

VI. 
Soon to the grove there came a lovely maid. 
For maiden fure ihe did to me appear. 
In plain check-laton was the nymph array*d^ 
Her fparkling eyes flood full of many a tear. 
And fhe bewept the abfence of her dear. 
Alas ! ihould beauty be to woe ally'd ? 
Beauty, methinks, ihould meet with better cheer^ 
Content fhould never wander from her fide ; 

Good luck, I pray to heav'n, the face that's fair betide^ 

vir. 

** Ah ! woe is me, ihe cry'd, fince Colin's fled, 
" Whofe gentle prefence did thefe plains adorn, 
** Soon was he raviih'd from the nuptial bed, 
*^ Tom from thefe arms, from his dear leman torn I 

** O 
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'* O grief! far fliarpcr than the pointed thorn* 
*^ I faw him ill-befUd by martial band. 
" Alas the day that ever I was born ! 
« Where roves my Colin, on what foreign ftrand, 
** Arraaght from Laura's eyes, and his dear native land 1 

VIII. 
** Alas ! he only knew to prune the vine, 
^' Or thro* the earth to urge the biting fhare^ 
<' To twin the bower with fragrant eglantine, 
** Where free horn heat we (hun'd the noon-tide air» 
** Or to the mart to lead his fleecy care* 
** And is it fit in hacqueton and mail . 
** The youth for war's grim terrors ihould prepare ! 
" His voice outfung the love-lorn nightingale, 
** And deftly could he daunce^ or pipe along the dak^ 

IX, 
*' The gos-hawk fierce may pounce the trembling dove. 
The favage wolf may tear the bounding fawn. 
But fparrows mild are formed for feats of love. 
And kids dew not with blood the flow'ry lawn ; 
" Then how (hall he, in whom all graces dawn, 
** In the red field the cruel paynim kill ? 
** For fcenes like thcfe find men of hellifh fpawn. 
*' 'Tis his with joy the virgin's heart to fill, 
*^ And not on.foreign ihore his foemen's blood to fpill. 

X. « No 



ft 
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X. 

** No days of bllfs my forrows ihall aflake; 
** For him 111 ever drop the doProus tear. 
«' Adieu the circled green, the buxom wake, 
** Since Colin*s gone Itafte of nought but drear. 
*^ Stretch me> ye maidens, ftretch me on the bier> 
** And let my grave-ftone thefe true words adorn : 
*^ A wretched maiden lies intombed here, 
** Who faw a fhepherd brighter than the mom, 

•* Then pin'd her heart away, and dy'd of love fbilom. 

XL 
Much was I grieved at her piteous plaint. 
And greeted to myfelf, O happy Squire ? 
At length, tho* late, thou haft found outa (aint. 
Who, but for Colin^ feels no warm defire. 
Ferdie, quoth Satyrane, I her admire ; 

• No lozel loofe ihall here difcover*d be. 
The other anfwer'd with his cheeks on fire. 
Now by my hallidom you foon fhall fee 

That words may with the heart full often ill agree. 

XII. 
I, nought accoy'd, came up unto the fair. 
And fwore to love her all my length of life j 
Then offer'd her to gorgeous domes to bear. 
Where haidegives are daunc'd to harp and fife. 



Sh 
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She foon forgot fhe was another's wife. 
And granted with me to defertthe plain. 
Are fuch enfamples emong women rife ? 
If fo, my Columbel I ne'er (hall gain, 

but hunt aroand the world, and find my labours vain* 

XIII. 
My lips I gan to royne in fell defpite. 
And forth I rufhed from her falfe embrace. 
Thro' the thick wood I wandered day and night, 
Ne met I living creature face to fac^ : 
At length a rifing city far I trace ; 
Thither in hopes my hafly fteps I bend. 
Perchaunce, thought I, true virtue may embrace 
The courtly dome, and from the country wen4. 

Thus, where we lead ejcped, we often find a friend. 

XIV. 
At e'ne the town I reached and eke a hall. 
Which waxen tapers made* as light as day ; 
Fair jovifaunce fat on the face of all. 
And to the daunce the fprightly minftrels play, 
£ach feem'd as fportive as the wanton jay. 
The dame, who own'd the houfe, was pafling old. 
And had, it feems, that morning dealt away 
To her kind grandfon many bags of gold. 

Who took a bonnibel to haven and to hold. 
Vol. IV. I XV. The 
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XV. 
The bride was named Viola the fair. 
The loaded rofiere is not half fo fweet. 
Aye, aye> quoth I, enfamples are bat rare 
To find fo many charms in one difcreet ; 
With you, fair lafs, I mean not now to treat* 
The fpringal was in wholefom luflihed. 
And him by name of Pamphilus they greet ; 
He was to doughty chevifance ybred. 

Yet oft in courtly halls the a£iive meafure led. 

XVI. 
The auncient dame they do A vara call. 
And much (he hobled as (he trod the ground ; 
Yet many angels in her crumenal. 
If fair report fpeaks true, were always found* 
Where riches flow there virtues too abound. 
Her pannikel was as a badger grey. 
And, as fhe walked the company around. 
It nodded with fuch force, that, by my fay, 

I thought it meant to fly from her old crag away. 

XVII. 
The lofty roof was fretted o'er with gold. 
And all around, the walls depeinten were 
With many hiftories of times of old. 
Which brought not muchel credit to the fair. 



There 
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There Leda held her fwan, with fhoulders bare. 
And here the dame of Ephefus was found. 
Lick other dames, whom my kind tongue fhall fpare, 
And here flood Helen for her charms renown'd. 

Who foon her lord forfook, when fhe a leman found. 

XVllL 
And many a beauteous dame and courtly knight 
Came there the nuptials to celebrate : 
Some vers'd to wing from bow the nimble flight, 
Son;e the near foe with brondir'n to amate ; 
Me too they welcome to the hall of flate; 
With bel accoil they wifhed me to take 
A round or two, and chufe me out a mate : 
But my fond love which nothing could aflake, 

Caus'd me to flight them all, for Columbella's fake. 

XIX. 
And now to artful fteps the floor rebounds. 
In graceful eafe the ftiining heavy s move. 
The noice like thunder at a diftance founds. 
Mean time I fat beneath a proud alcove, 
And told Avara gentle tales of love. 
Thought I, in eld the pafllons are more tame^ 
And here by craft I may fuccefbful prov€ ; 
For ftie perforce muft now be void of blame 

As wife Ulyfl'es' wife, Penelope by name, 

I 2 XX. Ne 
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Ne wants (he gelt« which oft the mind mifleads 
To anions which it otherwife would ftiun. 
The courtier lythe, if right report areeds. 
Will unawhapM to feize his vantage run ; 
And To will moft men underneath the fun. 
Or be they patriot calPd, or bard, or knight. 
But when they once the gilded prize have won. 
They feek to clear their name with (hame bedight : 

Befits to fcour the fleel, when ruft offends the fight. 

. XXI. 
At ev'ry word I faid flie lookM afkaunce. 
Then faid, in unfoot whifpers, Fye ! Sir, fyc ! 
And turnM as tho' fhe feemM to mind the daance, 
Nathlefs on me fhe call a languid eye : 
Blifl by thy form, my liefefl life, quoth I, 
Caft your belgards upon an humble flave : 
From love, a lafs ! in vain my heart would fljr ; 
Then with a word thy quailing leman favc. 

For if you frown, perdic, you doom me to the grave. 

XXII. 
It hapM by chaunce (he faw a golden heart 
With flaming diamonds around befet ; 
This, the whole guerdon of my tedious fmart, 
I, on a time, from Columbel did get. 

As 
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As fimple birds are caught in fowIer*s net. 
And 'caufe they fee no danger none they fear, 
Ev'n fo Avara her eyen here did fet. 
And turned round and whifper'd in mine ear. 
Give me that diamond heart, and be mine leman dear. 

XXIII. 
I ilarted from the couch where I was pight. 
And thus I her befpake with muchel rage, 
Avaunt, thou faytor falfe, thou imp of night ! 
I hate myfelf, that I (hould thus engage, 
On any terms, to treat with wrizled age. 
So, forth I flung, and left the frowy witch 
To fhare her bed with coachman, groom or page i 
The calUe too I quit, mine ire was iich. 
And out I fet again, tho* night was dark as pitch* 

XXIV. 
But did I here relate. Sir Satyrane, 
The many weary miles I've travelled. 
What dangers I Ve afToiFd, yet all in vain, 
(For, by my truth, but ill my days I've fped) 
Your hair would iland upright upon your head. 
Three hundred virtuous females fide by fide. 
By me to Columbella muft be led : 
Can you diredl me where for fuch to ride ? 
I cannot^ in good footh, the courteous knight reply'd. 

I 3 XXV. The 
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XXV. 

The Squire purfu'd his tale ; 'tis now three years 

Since curft Avara's vifage firft I faw ; 

Convents IVe try'd, but there the lufcioos freers 

The feir-fac'd nuns to fornication draw ; 

Nor palaces are free from Cupid's law ; 

His darts are fiercer than the levin-brond ; 

Few, very few, there 'fcape his mighty paw. 

And thofe in golden palls, who proudly ftond. 
Had lever kifs their love's, than Keyfar's royal honcU 

XXVI. 

Fair Jenny of the mill I ftrove to win. 

And her benempt Paftora of the dale ; 

But they bilive agreed with me to fm ; 

One afk'd an owch, and one a watchet veil. 

Some wifh o'er cv'ry female to prevail ; 

My hope, my conquelt is to be deny'd. 

The ftage I've try'd, but there my projedls fail ; 

For there is fcarce a fingle wedded bride 
But doth her husband's noul with horns of ront provide. 

XXVII. 

A* couthful fiflicrs at the benty brook. 

By various arts aflbt the feely fry. 

Now wriggling worms, now pafte conceals the hook. 

And now they hide it with a colour'd fly ; 

This 
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This takes the perch, and that the tenches eye ; 
So different nymphs a different charm invites. 
Some yield for vantage, fome for vanity, 
A fong this one, a daunce that mdd delights : 

Man throws the wimble bait, and greedy woman bites. 

XXVIII. 
With forrow overhent, the other day 
I laid my weary limbs adown to reft. 
Where a tall beech o'erfpread the duiky way; 
My noyous thoughts a dream a while fupprefsM. 
Oft weighty truths are in this garb ydrefs'd. 
Grant that it fo may happen unto me ; 
Then joyance once again fhall footh this breaft. 
My pining foul (hall be from anguifh free. 

And I fhall tafle true blifs, dear Columbel, with thee. 

XXIX. 
Methought I faw a £gure fair and tall. 
And gentle fmiles fat dimpling on her face. 
Yet feemed of a beauty nought at all, 
Till much beholding did improve each grace ; 
At length fhe feemed too fair for human race. 
Her kirtle white might vie with winter fnows, 
Ne could you ought of her fair bofom trace. 
Nought but her face would fhe to fight expofe. 

So modefl maiden wends, the frannion muchel fhows. 

I 4 XXX. With 
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XXX. 

With vifage bland, methought, fhe hailM me oh ; 
** Nc fear, quoth (he, a female's mild requefb. 
^ The bark by tempefks that is whirPd aloft, 
** At length, the tempeft o'er, cnjoyeth reft. 
« My name is Chaftity, tho' out of queft 
** With modern dames, yet thou (halt (till furvey 
** A clime where beauty is with virtue bleft. 
** Good fortune fpeed you on your happy way ; 

'' Go, gentle Squire of dames, and here no longer fiay. 

XXXI. 
** To Fairy lond your in(bint journey bend, 
** There Columbel may find her will obeyM ; 
<f There Chaftity may boaft of many a friend, 
'' She vifits there each rofy-featur'd maid. 
Go on, nor be by former toil$ affray '4 - 
Go where yon oaks di(p]ay their verdant pride, 
** *Till, from the mountains torn and ftripp'd of (hade, 
** Qn Neptune's billows they triumphant ride, 

*< ProteA their happy lond, and conquer all befide. 

XXXII. 
f* Hail happy lond ! for arms and arts renown^, 
** For blooming virgins free from loofe defire ; 
^* A Drake, a Bacon, there a birth-place found, 
t* Ai^d chaftc Eliza time (hall e'er admire : 
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'* The hero wields the fword and poet's lyre : 
•* This Sidney knew, who ftill with luftrc Ihines, 
•* For whom Dan Spenfer wak'd the warbling quire^ 
'^ And many more whofe names might grace his lines ; 
* There round the warriour's palm the lover's myrde 

XXXIII. [twincf.'' 

At this I woke, and now refolve to brave 

The atmod perils for my Colombel ; 

For, know, I mean to crofs the briny wave, 

Where Albion's chalky cliffs the fea repel : 

And, if no mage have laid a magick fpell, 

Perchaunce my lot may be at length to hnd 

Three hundred nymphs, who wicked love can cucll ; 

If not, I mud defert all womankind. 

And, what me moft amates, leave Columbel behind. 

XXXIV. 
The Squire of dames furceafed here his fay. 
And forth he yode to feek the Britifh ifle. 
Sir Satyrane prick'd on his dapple-grey, 
Ne ought forefwonk he travelFd many a mile 
To fpend his days in hardiment and toil : 
But firft in courteous guife they bid farewell. 
As well befits men bred in courtly foil. 
Now how the Squire has fped, or ill, or well, 

^ fatore canto may, perhaps, at leifure tcU. 

XXXV. For 
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XXXV. 
For fee, how Phcebus welketh in the weft. 
My oxen from their yoke I mud untye. 
The collar much has chauTd their tender cheft. 
Who labours much the fweets of reft fhould try. 
To their warm nefts the daws and ravens fly 
Deep in the ruin'd dome or dufky wood ; 
And beafts and birds faft lockM in flumber lye« 
Save the fell bat, that flutters out for food. 
And the foothfaying owl, with her unlovely brood. 

CANTO IL 

ARGUMENT. 

Jie Squire he lights on Bon-vivant, 

Who ivons in Fairy /oily 
Then 'vietvs in MerlinV magick glajs 

A ftght that ends his toil. 

I. 

TO gain the point to which our foui afpires 
We nouriih toil, and reek hard labour fweet ; 
For this, thro' Greenland's frofts, or India's fires. 
The hardy failors death and dangers meet ; 



And 
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And the prow chieftain bdder than difcreet. 

In blood imbru'd purfues the martial fray» 

And lovers eke thro' life's load tempefts beat. 

Led on by hope, that never-dying ray ; [way. 

tlope wantons in their breaft, and ftrews with flow'rs the 

11. 
And fure of all mankind the Squire of dames 
Shall (land the fird enfample of true io^e. 
Who aye, , untouched by any foreign flames, 
Preferv'd his paflion for his gentle dove ; 
Blufh, modern youths, whofe pulfes quickly move^ 
Fondly you glote upon the witching fair ; 
Yet, when a fweet enjoyment once you prove. 
You leave the nymph intangled in the fnare. 

Her tears flow trickling down, her fingults pierce the air 

in. 

Oh think of tranfports which ye whilom t^ed. 
And let the glad remembrance charm your mind. 
Be not the fruits of joyment quickly wafled. 
And to your heart her happy image bind : 
Think what flie merits who whilear was kind. 
Nor by inconflancy her peace deftroy ; 
Inconflancy, that monfler fell and blind. 
That vainly fond of ev'ry paffing toy. 
Treads down its late delight, and poifonsraptVous joy. 

IV. Return 
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IV. 

Retam we now unto our gentle youth, 
Whofe little bark daunc'd lightly on the maiiij 
His bread divided atween joy and ruth ; 
Now gay ideas wanton in his brain. 
Now woe-begon his heart is rent in twain. 
On his fnccefs depends his Colambel, 
And now he hopes, and now defponds again ; 
The various turns of mind, when thoughts rebel. 

Sore pen mote ne*er defcribe, and none but lovers tell. 

V. 
Methinks I fee him on the beachy fbond. 
Where Neptune's waves aiFrap the fturdy pier ; 
His hardy deed neighs at the fight of lond. 
In all adventures a mod faithful feer ; 
And thro' that city he doth quickly deer. 
Which Ethelbert to holy Auftin gave : 
The kings of Kent did erft inhabit here. 
Here haughty Becket funk into the grave, fwave 

Here thro' the fmiling meads, Stoure rolls his dimpling 

VI. 
Long travell'd he, ne ventur'd to aflay 
The nymphs he met, for much he was affraid 
To bribes or pray'rs few women would cry nay ; 
At fiatt'ry's tongue full oft will virtue fade ; 

What 
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What fhall he do ? to win his lovely maid 
He mud three hundred virtuous females find^ 
Perdie, quoth he> my fortune be efTay'd, 
I'll boldly try the flrength of womankind : 
For craven heart, they fay, ne'er won fair lady*s mind* 

VII. 
So on he prick'd, and from a rifing ground 
Difcem'd before him, in a diHant vale, 
A cafUe fair ; and auncient oaks around 
Did to the breeze their lofty heads avail ; 
A iilver (beam refreih'd the fragrant dale ; 
Their ledden loud fat oxeit did repeat. 
And nibbling fheep difplay'd their fleeces pale^ 
The woodbine (hed an odor matchlefs fweet. 
And to their patient dams the frifking lambkins bleat 

VIII. 
To that fame caftle our advent'rer yode. 
The merry birds him welcomed on the way. 
An hundred flowVs aumail'd the winding road. 
And all was bright, and all was pafling gay. 
You would have fworn it was the month of May. 
Withouten drad he thunders at the gate. 
Who wons within, or giant, knight or fay. 
Shall ne'er, in footh, our imp of fame amate : 
Unto the fummons lojid the portal opens /beit. 

IX. And 
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IX. 

And forth there IfTued the fenefchal. 
Of middle age he was, if right I ween. 
He was in perfonage both plump and tall, 
Ne feemed he to talle of dolVons teen, 
Ne wrinkle deep was on his forehead feen. 
But jovifaunce fat bafking on his brow. 
At ev'ery word he fpoke, he fmiPd at-ween. 
His temples were ycrown'd with myrtle bough. 

And virelays he fong with matchlefs grace, I vow. 

X. 
** Whoe'er thou art, thrice welcome to thefe plains 
«* Where bitter dole ne'er fhows her hateful head, 
<« Good-fellowihip wons here, and free from pains 
•• Both youth and eld the paths of pleafure tread; 
** Catch flying blifs, ne be by ought forefaid ; 
" Think that this life is but a little fpan ; 
" Then laugh, and fport, and fhun all dreryhed, 
** Thy rolling days in prefent pleafures plan, 

«* Come, fpend thy hours in joy, thou fon of mortal man- 

XI. 
" Know'ft thou my name ? I am 1' Allegro hight, 
** Let me condu6l thee to our jovial hall, 
" Where Bon-vivant in revels fpends the night. 
Who bids a hearty welcome unto all, 

« Or 
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«* Or wear lie red crofs-ftok, or paynim pall,"' 
With that he lad him with a courtly jiir 
Into a chamber deck'd for feaftand ball ; 
And tho* no tedes or tapers glinuner'd there. 

Yet all within was bright, as all without was fair^ 

XII. 
As at the dofe of an hot fummer^s day. 
When Phabus in the weft deferts the iky. 
Bright ftreams of light along the sther play. 
And tho^ his fi'ry orb forfake our eye. 
The beamy gafhes gild each obje6l nigh ; 
The painted meads are ting'd with golden light. 
And rivers roll their glittering waters by ; 
So in this houfe of joy with eafe you might 

Perceive celeftial rays, that cherifh'd human fight. 

XIII. 
The Squire of dames his jolly hoft falew*d. 
And Bon-vivant his bond in friendfhip prefs'd ; 
" Come, fit thee down, and tafte our choiceft food ; 
" We entertake, quoth he, no vulgar gueft. 
** Endur'd to toil, come tafte the fweets of reft, 
** DofF thy hard arms, this famite garment wear, 
** This better far than mail (hall bind thy breaft, 
** This coronal fhall deck thy auburn hair ; 

^^ Paih the briik goblet round, and drown intruding care. 

XIV. « For 
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XV. 

^ Wilkijpr^iitlT notes we fluke Aewdkimiii^ 
** Inaazjdaonoe we tread die dMqiicr*dgRmnd, 
" To jifMing ujmpiis tmnjpoiced iLc|4iLids ab^ 
" Ne bard misELic eznongft oor tram b Ibaid. 
«< Tbe fimple (wain, who looks with caikailooa*d 
'* Becaoic his leman ill rewards his care;, 
** Oh, let him ftond to all a loot renowned, 

Ne gibing (corn her twitting bords foibear ; 
Are there not other njmphsleis coy, and fall as £ur?** 

XVI. 
At this the Sqaire wex'd pale, '' Neeathitis> 
Moft coorteoos knight, he cry*d, far to remove 
The thoaghts of her in whom we place all bli&.** 
Qsoth Bon-vivaDt, *' What, then thoa art in lore ?** 

" That 
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'* That I am fo thcfc many fmgults prove,** 
Returned the Sqoirc. L* Allegro then replyM, 
'* Thoa^dft better wend to yonder willow grove, 
'* Where fhoak of lovers hanging fide by fide, 

*' Feed the vile carrion crows, and highten female pride.*! 

XVIL 
\^th that htf braft into a fcomfbl laogh, 
y\nd much abafh*d appeared onr cooftant Squire 3 
The others iportful the briik vintage qualH 
While thas the fpringal. *' Yes, I do afpirt 
*< To love the faireft of the female quire. 
** Three hundred virtuous damfels iii this lild 
** I came to find.** " Perdie, your odd defire, 
'^ Quoth Bon-vivant, will aik thee mnchel toil; 

** And thou (halt travel too full many a weary milt. 

XVIIL 
** *Tis not enough the condud of the fair 
** It form*d by frowning virtue*s ftrideft leer : 
" The blatant-beaft does here in pieces tear 
** The feme of thofe ybred in fchool fevere s 
** His rankling tongue throughout the rolling year 
** With baleful venom cv'^ry thing confumes ; 
** Where beauty*s fplendor gilds our northern fphere 
'* He flyly creeps, and to deftrufUon dooms 

'< The honour of the fpring, and wifdom*s early blooms. 
Vol. IV. K XIX. •' The 
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XIX. 
** The biindled lyon in the lonely wood 
" Hides his grim afped from the fight of men s 
** The pardelis andlibbard's fpotted brood 
** Refide contented in fequefter'd den ; 
** Not fo the blatant-beafly he lives in ken 
** Of the proud city or well-peopled town ; 
'* Thence with deteikd fury he will ren, 
*^ Ne fpare the prelate's lawn, or monarch's crown r 

** All fares alike with him, for all he tumbleth down* 

XX. 
*< What then avails it to be fair or wife ? 
*' Or what avails it to be warlike knight f 
*' Where e'er the monfler cafls his fi'ry eyes, 
*' Each grace, each virtue fickens at the fight. 
** Then, goodly Squire, until the morning's light 
** QaafF the thick darknefs of the night away ; 
** And, whenthe morn fhall rife, in arms bedight 
** Proceed,v and luck attend you on your way ; 

*' Algates we wifh in truth with us you'd ever ftay." ' 

XXI. 
The Squire agrees, but vows, when riilng mom 
Shall gild the glitt'rand portals of the eaft, 
Himfelf he will in habergeon adorn. 
And feek around the ifle the blatant-beaft : 

Mean 
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Mean while in buxom mirtk they fpend the fcaft. 

Ill fares the mortal xnaa too much who knows ; 

Oft fhall he wiflv himfclf from thought releaft ; 

The fatal knowledge in his bofom glows. 
And mars his goldek reft, and marders (oft repofe. 

XXII. 

Sir Chaunticktf now ey'd the ri^g day. 

And caird* dame Partlet from her vetchy bed ; 

Now wakeful Phofphei" fpreadshis gleamy ray, 

AtA tkt ^!ale moon coheeard her filver head ; 

The cattle brouze the lawn with dew befpread^ 

While ev'ry bird frtttl out the buflccts-ffics. 

Th^n to the field bur lover ifiued ; 

But fleep had feal'd I'Allegro's droufy eyes. 
And Bon-vivatit alfo in downy /lumber lies. 

XXIIL 

Our Squire, whhouten drad, pnrfu'd his way. 

And looVd around to fpy this monfter fell. 

And many a well conceited roundelay 

He fuiTg in konbur of his Columbel : 

Mote he, perchaunce, dcftroy this fpawn of hell. 

How eafy were the talk to him aingu'd ? 

The lond of Fairy doth each lond excel ; 

View there the paragons of woman kind ; 
View the bright virgins there, and leave thy heart behind. 

K z XXIV. Ah ! 
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XXIV. 

Ah ! lever fhould*ft thoa try the females there 

Than thus unwife another coorfe pnrfae ; 

There ev^iy nymph is innocent as fair : 

Try what I here advance^ yoall find it true. 

Hard is onr fate while blifs in hopes we few. 

Some deadly fiend to blaft our joy appears ; 

Contentment fweet, alas, is known to few. 

Thus for a while the fan the welkin cheers. 
Bat foon he hides his head, and melts in dropping tears. 

XXV. 

Life is a fcene of conteck and diftrefs, 

Ne is it longer than a winter^s day ; 

And Ihall we make oar few enjoyments lels ? 

Far from my cot, thou blatant-beaft away. 

No hu(band*s noul will i with horns array, 

Ne fhall my tongue it^s venom*d malice wreak 

On tuneful bards, whom laurel crowns apay ; 

Ne will I 'gainft the comely matron fpeak. 
Or draw one pearly drop down beauty^s rofy cheek. 

XXVI. 

The Sqmre of dames rode on with muchel tine 

And, as he caft afkaunce his greedy look. 
He faw empight beneath an auncient pine 
A hoary fhepherd leaning on his crook ; 

His 






[ 149 ] 

His falling tears Increased the fwelling brook ; 
And he did figh as he would break his heart. 
** O thou deep-read in forrow's baleful book, 
** The Squii;e exdaim'd^ areed thy burning finart; 
^< Our dolors grow more light when we the tale impart** 

XXVII. 
To whom the fwain reply'd, " O gentle youth. 
Yon fruitful meads my numerous herds poiTeisM, 
My days rollM on unknown to pain or ruth, 
** And one fair daughter myold age yblefs^d. 
<* Oh, had you feen her for the wake ydrefs*d 
** With kirtle ty'd with many a coloured ftring, 
<< Thy tongue to all the world had then confefs*d 
'^ That ihe was iheener than the pheafant's wing, 
'^ And, when fhe rais'd her voice, ne lark fo foot could 

XXVIII. [fing- 

** In virtue*s thews I bred the lovely maid, 
*' And (he right well the lefTons did purfue ; 
*^ Too wife ihe was to be by man betrayed ; 
** But the curft blatant-beaft her form did view, 
*' And round our plains did fpread a tale untrue. 
That Rofabella, fpuming marriage band. 
Had felt thofe pangs which virgin never knew. 
And that Sir Topas my poor girl trepanned ; 
He, who in fable flole doth in our pulpit Hand. 

K 3 XXIX. « Nay, 






XXIX. 
" Nay, paore, the helliih monf^cr has invented, 
*' How a young Twain on Shannon^s banks yborn 
** (Had not my care the deep-laid plot prevented) 
*' Would from my arms my Rofabe;! have l^m* 
" Have I not caufe tp weep from riling morn 
" Till Phoebus welketh in the weftem main, 
** To fee my dearling's fame thus vildly torn ? 
*' Have I not caufe tio nourifli .endlefs p^^ ?" 

At this he deeply figh'd, ^nd wept full fore ag^n. 

XXX. 
*' Cur-ft be this blatant-beaft, reply'd the Squire, 
'^ That thus infers your fea-begirted iile ; 
*' ^hew me his face, that I may wreak mine ire 
** Upon tliis imp of heH, this monfler vile." 
** Away from hence not pafCng fure a mile, 
** Might I advife you, you had better iVeoad,'* 
Return'd the fwain, ** Deep-read in inagidc-ftylc 
" There Merlin wons, fue him to be your f»^d ; 

.« And left you mifs yo^r way, myfeif yviU you attend." 

XXXI. 
Together now they feek the hermitage 
De.ep in the covert of a du&y gla4e. 
Where in his dortour wons the hoary fagc. 
The mofs-gco^wn trees did form a gjoomy ihade. 

Their 
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Their raftling leaves a folemn mufick made^ 
And fairies nightly tripp'd the awful green. 
And if the tongue of fame have truth difplay'd,' 
Full many a fpeflre was at midnight feen, 

Tom from his earthly grave, a horrid fight ! I ween. 

XXXII. 
Nc rofe, ne vi*let glads the cheerlefs bow'r, 
Ne fringed pink from earth*s green bofbm grew ; 
But hemlock dire, and cv^ry baleful flowV 
Might here be found, and knots of myilick rue. 
Clofe to the cell fprong up an auncient yew. 
And (lore of imps were on it's boughs ypight. 
At his behefts they from it's branches flew. 
And, in athoufand various forms bedight, 

Frifk*d to the moon's pale wain, and revell'd all the night. 

XXXIII. 
Around the cave a cluilring ivy fpread 
'In wide embrace his ever-twining arms, 
Widiin, the walls with charaders befpread 
Declared the powerful force of magick charms. 
Here drugs were plac'd defbudlive of all harms. 
And books that deep futurity could fcan : 
Here Hood a fpell that of his rage difarms 
The mountain lyon 'till he yields to man ; 

With many fecrets more, which fcarce repeat I can. 

K 4 XXXIV. The 
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XXXIV. 
The Squire of dames deep enters in the cell : 
What will not valiant heart for beauty dare ? 
His borrel fere here bids his friend farewell. 
And home he wends renewing cark and care. 
When, louting low. with a becoming air. 
The youth cry 'd out, *^ O thrice renowned mi^ 
'< Vouchfafe to cure me of my black difpair ; 
** For thou not only art grown wife thro* age, 

^t But art of mortal man by far the wifeft iage.'* 

XXXV. 
Then Merlin with a look benign reply^d, 
(For he was bred with ev'ry courteous thew) 
** I know to make fair Columbel your bride 
** The blatant-beaft you thro' the lond purfue ; 
'* The fate of empires now demands my view, 
•* And for a while denys my prefence here j 
** Soon in this cell I'll thee again falew, 
« What moft thou lik'ft partake withouten fear, 

f^ Shar« all my cave affords, nor think I grudge my cheer} 

xxxvr, 

<* Yet mark my counfcl, open not that door, 

** Left thou repent thy follies when too late, 

«« Ten thoufand pangs ihall make thy heart full foie, 

^* For horror fcools behind that hcbcn gate, 

« And 
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'< And future 31s (hall thy dear peace amate ; 
** There ftands a mirror^ wrought by jnagickleer, 
^' In which are read the dark decrees of fate, 
** And whom you wi(h to fee will ftreit appear, 

<< Devoid of art*s falfe maik, to human eye-fight clear. 

XXXVII. 
** Ah how unlike the godlike man he feem'd 
In this my glafs the patriot IVe decry "d. 
By the vile rabblement a faint eHeem'd ? 
** He'$ oft a wretch composed of floth and pride : 
'* And Kefars too, not feldom deify 'd, 
** With other men their vice and follies (hare ; 
•* And by my mirror if the nymph be try'd, 
** It will without referve the truth declare, 

<< Ne flatter head that's crown'd, ne flatter face that*5 fair. 

XXXVIII. 
** Once more let me advife thee, gentle Squire, 
'' Forbear to look at this fame magick glafs ; 
** Do not too ralhly into fate enquire ■ 

** But I to foreign flronds a while mud pafs.*** 
Th' unweeting youth cry'd to himfelf, ** Alas ! 
** Would 1 could know the lot to me a(fign'd." 
^' Patience, quoth Merlin, doth all things furpaff /* 
Then to his car were winged dragons joined. 

With which he fails thro' air, and far outftrips the wind. 

XXXIX. And 



f 154 ] 

XXXIX. 
And now the Squire furvcys the lonefome cave 
His wav'ring mind is in a whirlwind toft 
And BOW the mirror he refolves to brave 
Ami now he finds his boalled courage I0& 
At length determined whatfoe'er it coft. 
To fee the glafs, he darts into the cell ^ 
And, left his eyes by vild retrait be croft. 
Thrice he invokes his lovely Columbel. 
As Adam fell of yore, the Squire of dames yfell* 

XL. 
The heben doors full widely he difplay'd. 
And faw the lovely queen of all his heart. 
Fair as the lilly in the watry glade. 
Bright as the mom, and bright withouten art. 
Thro' ev'ry vein he feels a thrillant fmart : 
For the dear maid lay on her bed undrefs'd. 
And, may I unreprov'd the truth impart. 
She hugg'd a lufty ftripling to her breaft. 

Whom (he full clofely clipp d, and wantonly care^'d. 

XLL 
** O faytor falfe, o wicked imp of night ? 
** £xclaim*d the Squire aftoun'd, ah ! wealaway f 
** Let Erebus inpitchy ftole bedight 
^* With fouleft fprites the fons of men affray, 

" And 
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** And blot for ever the fair face of day. 
" Ye haggard fifters, found my pailing-bell % 
" Oh ! ne'er believe, ye youths, what women Iky* 
" Olofelloofe, o impious Columbelf 
Then like a ftean to earth full heavily he fell. 

XLII. 
There ihall we leave him, for my leaky boat 

Lets in the water, and I muft recure 

Her much-worn hulk, that fcarcely now can floaty 

And moor'd in harbour fhe (hall ride ledire^ 

Then if I can a pilot wife procure. 

Mayhap I may again hoifl forth my fail. 

And other hardy voyages endure 

Thro' ihelves and ihallow's : now the adverfe gale 
Gives me fbme time to reft, and lond with joy I hail. 



GLOSSARY. 



jfmail^ enamel 
A^vale^ bonv 
Brond'iron^ a fword 
Blatant heaft^ detraSiion 'or 

en^vy 
BuJketSy bujhef 
Barrel feer^ clonjonijh com" 

panion 
Crumenaly purfe 
toronalf crown or garland 
Fortilage^ fort 



Flighty arro*w 
Kejirely an banuk 
Le<vin-brottdy tbunder-hclt 
Ledden^ language 
Pannikely croiun of the head 
^0 royne^ to bite, or gaanu 
Recure, to repair 
Sib, an uncle 
Springal, a youth 
JJ^imb/e, J^ifting to a»dfr§ 
Tode, went. 
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THE 



Vanity of Human Wifties. 

THE 

Tenth Satire of Juvenal, 

IMITATED 

By SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

LET * obfervation with extenilve view,' 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager flrifc. 
And watch the bufy fcenes of crouded life j 
Then fay how hope and fear, defire and hate, 
0*erfpread with fnares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wav*ring man, betray'd by vent'rous pride. 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide ; 
.As treacherous phantoms in the mid delude. 
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good. 
How rarely reafon guides the ftubborn choice. 
Rules the bold hand, or pronips the fuppliant voice. 

How 

♦ Ver, I . ■ II. 



How nadons fink^ by darling fchemes opprefs'4» 
When vengeance liftens to the fbors requefl. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wlfh tV affli£dve dart^ 
Each gift of natorcy and each grace of art. 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 
With fatal (weetnefs elocution flows. 
Impeachment ftops the fpeaker^s powerful breath. 
And refUefs fire precipitates on death. 

f But fcarce obferv*d the knowing and the bold. 
Fan in the genVal maflacre of gold ; 
Wide-wafting peft ! that rages unconfia'd. 
And crouds with crimes the records of mankind. 
For gold his fword the hireling ruffian draws. 
For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laWs ; 
Wealth heap*d on wealth, nor truth nor fafeiy buySi 
The dangers gather as the treafures rife. 

Let hift'ry tell where rival kings command. 
And dubious title fhakes the madded land. 
When ftatutes glean the refufe of the fword. 
How much more fafe the vaflal than the lord. 
Low fculks the hind beneath the rage of powV, 
And leaves the wealthy traytor in the TowV, 
Untouched his cottage, and his flumbers found, 
Tho^ confifcation's vulturs hover round. 

The needy traveller, ferene and gay. 

Walks the wild heath, and fings his toil away. 

Does 

f/V. IZ.i 22. 
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Docs envy fcize dice ? cro(h th' upbraiding joy, 
Increafe his richer and his peace deftroy. 
New fears in dire viciffitude invade. 
The ruftling br^e alarttw, and quiv'ring fhadc. 
Nor light nor darkhefs brhfig hi^ pain refief. 
One fhcws the plunder^ and one hides Ac thief. 

Yet X ftill oi» gdii'Ml ay the ikies afiails. 
And gain and grandeur load tht tainted gsdet ; 
Few know the toilkig ftatefman^s fear or care, 
Th' infidious rival and* tihe gapiAg heir. 

Once 5 more, iJemdcritns, arife on- eardk. 

With chearful wifdom and inih-uftive mirth. 

See motly life in modern trappings dreft'd. 

And feed with varied fools th* eternal jeft : 

Thou who couldft laCigh where want ettchain'd' caprice. 

Toil crufh'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 

Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner dy'd j 

And fcarce a fycojAant was fed by pride ; 

Where ne'er was known* the foftn of mock debate. 

Or feen a new-made mayor's unwieldy ftate ; 

Where change of favorites made no change of laws. 

And fenates heard before they judg'd a Caufe ; 

How wouldA thou fhake atBritaiti's modifh tribe. 

Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 

Attentive truth and nature to decry. 

And pierce each fcene with philofophic eye. 

T« 

X Ver. 23 27. 5 Ver. 28 1 55. 
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To t!hcc were folcmn toys or empty (hew. 
The robes of pleafure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
Whofe joys are catt&lefs, or whofe griefs are vain* 

Such was the fcom that filFd the fage's mind^ 
Renewed at tw^xy glance on humankind 5 . 
How juft that fcom ere yet thy voice declare^ 
Search every ftate, and canvafs ev'ry pray'n 

* Unnumbered fuppliants croud Preferment's gate, 
Athirft for wealth, and burning to be great i 
Delofive Fortune hears th' inceiTant call. 
They mount, they fhine, evaporate, and fiiSL 
Ob ev'ry ftage the foes of peace attend. 
Hale dogs their flight, and infult mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the finking flatefinan*s door 
Pours in the morning worfhiper no more ; 
For growing names the weekly fcribbler lies. 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies. 
From every room defcends the painted &ce. 
That hung the bright Palladium of the place. 
And fmoak'd in kitchens, or in auctions' fold. 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 
For now no more we trace in ev'ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form diftorted jufHfies the fall^ 
And deteftation rids th' indignant wall. 

*Ver, 56— -107. 
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Bat will not Britain hear the laft appeal. 
Sign her foes doom, of guard her favorites zeal ; 
Through Freedom*s foiis no more remonftrance xmp^ 
Degrading nobles and cOntrouIing kings ; 

Our fapple tribes reprefs their patriot throats^ 
And afk no queftions but the price of votes i 
With weekly libels and feptennial ale. 
Their wifh is foil to riot and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, fee Wolfey ftand. 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand : 
To him the church, the realm, their powVs oonfigiir 
Thro' him the rays of regal bounty ihixre. 
Still to new heights his reftlefs wiihes towV, 
Claim leads to claim, and powV advances powV $ 
Till conqueft unrefifted ceas'd to pleafe. 
And rights fubmitted, left him none to (eize. 
At length his fovVeign frowns— the train of ftatr 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the fign to hater 
Whcre-e'er he turns he meets a ftranger's eye. 
His fuppliants fcom him, and his foUowen fly s 
At once is loft the pride of aweful ftate. 
The golden canopy, the glittering plate. 
The regal palace, the luxurious board. 
The livMed army, and the menial lord. 
With age, with cares, with maladies opprefs'd^ 
He feeks the refuge of monadic reft. 

Grief 



Crief aids difeafe, remembered folly flings. 
And his lafl iighs reproach the faith of kings. 

Speak thou, whofe thoughts at humble peace repine^ 
Shall Wolfey's wealth, with Wolfey's end be thine ? 
Or liv'ft thou now, with fafer pride content. 
The wifeft juftice on the banks of Trent ? 
For why did Wolfey near the fteeps of fate. 
On weak foundations raife th* enormous weight ? 
Why but to fink beneath misfortune^s blow. 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ? 

What f gave great Villiers to th' afTaflin's knife. 
And fixM difeafe on Harley's dofing life ? 
What murder' d Wentworth, and what exiled Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings ally'd ? 
What but their wifh indulged in courts to fhine^ 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to refign ? 

When J firfl the college rolls receive his name. 
The young enthufiaft quits his eafe for fame ; 
Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the fbrong contagion of the gown ; 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours fpread. 
And ^ Bacon's manfion trembles o'er his head. 
Are thefe thy views ? proqeed, illulbious youth. 
And virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 

Vol. IV. L Yet 

iFer. to8— — tij. jr^r. II4 132. 

5 Tiere is a traditien^ that the ftudy of friar Bacon ^ luilt 
on an arch over the bridge, nmllfull^ niihen a man greater 
than Bacon Jhallfafs under it. 
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Yet fliould thy foul indulge the gen'rous heat. 
Till captive Science yields her laft retreat ; 
Should Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray. 
And pour on mifty Doubt refifUcfs day ; 
Should no falfe Kindnefs lure to loofe delight. 
Nor Praife relax, nor Difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain. 
And Sloth elBife her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart. 
Nor claim the triumph of a lettered heart ; 
Should no Difeafe thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy ihade ; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for dice : 
Deign on the paffing world to turn thine eyes. 
And paufe awhile from letters, to be wife; 
There mark what ills the fcholar's life ai&il. 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 
See nations ilowly wife, and meanly juH, 
To buried merit raife the tardy buft. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 
Hear Lydiat's life, and Galileo^s end. 

Nor deem, when learning her laft prize beftows 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from foes ; 
See when the vulgar 'fcape, deipis'd or aw'd. 
Rebellion's vengeful talons feize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, tho' fmaller fines content 
The plundered palace or fequcfter'd rent ; 

Mark\ 
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Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the (hock^ 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep^ 

• But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and ileep. 

The * feftal blazes, the triumphal (how, 
Theravifh'd ftandard, and the captive foe. 
The fenate*s thanks, the gazette*s pompous tale. 
With force refiftlefs o'er the brave prevail. 

Such bribes the rapid Greek o*er Afia whirPd, 

For fuch the (leady Romans fhook the world ; 

For fuch in diflant lands the Britons fhine. 

And flain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 

This pow'r has praife, that virtue fcarce can warm. 

Till fame fupplies the univeffal charm. 

■ 

Yet Reafon frowns on War's unequal game. 

Where waded nations raife a iingle name. 

And mortgaged ilates their grandfires wreaths regret. 

From age to age in everlaHing debt ; 

Wreaths which at lad the dear-bought right convey 

To mil on medals, or on flones decay. 

On f what foundation Hands the warrior's pride. 
How juft his hopes let Swedifh Charles decide; 
A frame of adamant, a foul of fire. 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
O'er love, o'er fear extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain 5 

L 2 No 
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No joys to Kim pacific fceptcrs yield. 

War foands the trump, he mihes to the fieM ; 

Behold farroanding kings their pow^r combine. 

And one capitulate, and one re£gn ; 

Peace courts his hand, but fpreads her charms in Tain ; 

<' Think nothing gained, he cries, till nought remain, 

« On Mofcow's walls till Gothic ftandards fly, 

** And all be mine beneath the polar iky/* 

The march begins in military ftate. 

And nations on his eye fufpended wait ; 

Stem Famine guards the folitary coaft. 

And Winter barricades the realms of Froft ; 

He comet, not want and cold his courfe delay.;— 

Hide, bluihing Glory, hide Pultowa's day : 

The vanqui(h*d hero leaves his broken bands. 

And (hews his miferies in diftant lands ; 

Condemned a needy fupplicant to wait. 

While ladies interpofe, and flaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 

Did no fubverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ? 

Or hoftile millions prefs him to the ground ? 

His fall was deftin'd to a barren flrand, 

A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 
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All X times ^eir fcenes of pompoas woes afford^ 
From Perfia's tyrant to Bavarians lord. 
In gay hoftility, and barbarous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his jUde, 
Great Xerxes comes to feize the certain prey. 
And ftarves exhaufled regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er. 
Till counted myriads footh his pride no more ; 
Freih praife is try*d till madnefs fires his mind. 
The waves he laihes, and enchains the wind ; 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are ilill beftow'd. 
Till rude refinance lops the fpreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial (how. 
And heap their rallies with the gaudy foe i 
Th'infulted feawith humbler thoughts he gains, 
A fingle flcifF to fpeed his flight remains ; 
Th' incumbered oar fcarce leaves the dreaded coafl 
Through purple billows and a floating hoft. 

The bold Bavarian, in a lucklefs hour. 

Tries the dread fummits of Cefarean powV, 

« 

With unexpe£ted legions burils away. 

And fees defencelefs realms receive his fway ; 

Short fway ! fair Auflria fpreads her mournful charms. 

The queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms ; 

From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praife ; 

L 3 The 

%Fer. 168—187, 



«■ 



The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hoflar, 
And all the fons of ravage croud the war ; 
The baffled prince in honour's flattering bloom 
Of hafty greatnefs finds the fatal doom. 
His foes derifion, and his fubjeds blame. 
And fleams to death from anguifh and from fhame* 

Enlarge ^ my life with multitude of days. 
In healthy in ficknefs, thus the fuppliant prays ; 
Hides from himfelf his ilate, and fhuns to know^ 
That life protraded is protraAed woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to deftroy. 
And fhuts up all the pafTages of joy : 
In vain their gifts the bounteous feafons poor. 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flowV, 
With lifUefs eyes the dotard views the ftore. 
He views, and wonders that they pleafe no move ; 
Now pail the tafUefs meats, and joylcfs wines. 
And Luxury with fighs her flave refigns. 
Approach, ye minftrels, try the foothing firain. 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain : 
No founds alas would touch tli' in^pervioos car, - 
Though dancing mountains witnefs'd Orpheus ncari 
Nor lute nor lyre his feeble powVs attend. 
Nor fweeter mufick of a virtuous friend. 
But everlailing didates croud his tongue, 
Pprverfely gr2^ve, or pofitively wrong. 

The 
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The fUll returning talc, and ling'ring jeft. 
Perplex the fawning niece and pampered gueil:. 
While growing hopes fcarce awe the gathMng fneer. 
And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 
The watchful guefts ftill hint the laft ofience. 
The daughter's petulance, the fon*s expence. 
Improve his heady rage with treachVous fkiVt, 
And mould his pafiions till they make his will. 

Unnumbered maladies his joints invade. 
Lay fiege to life and prefs the dire blockade ; 
But unextinguifhM Av'rice fHll remains. 
And dreaded lofTes aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and cripled hands. 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 
Or view^ his cofiers with fufpicious eyes. 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a template prime 
Blefs with an age exempt from fcorn or crime ; 
An age that melts in unperceivM decay. 
And glidesjin modefl Innocence away ; 
Whofe peaceful day Benevolence endears, 
Whofe night congratulating Confcience cheers ; 
The gen'ral fav'rite as the gen'ral friend : 
Such age there is, and who could wifh its end ? 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune Hings, 
To prefs the weary minutes flagging wings : 
New forrowrifes as the day returns, 
A filler fickens, or a daughter mourns. 

L 4 Now 



Now kmdrcd Merit fills the fable bier. 
Now lacerated Friendfhip claims a tear. 
Year chafes year, decay purfues decay. 
Still drops fome joy from with'ring life away j 
New forms arife, and diiPrent views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vetVan on the ftage. 
Till pitying Nature figns the laft releafe. 
And bids afflidled worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like thefe await. 
Who fet unclouded in the gulphs of fate. 
From Lydia*s monarchihould the fearch defcend. 
By Solon cautioned to regard his end. 
In life's laft fcene what prodigies furprife. 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wife ? 
From MarlbVough's eyes the Hreams of dotage flow^^ 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a fhow. 

The * teeming mQther, anxious for her race. 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty fpring ; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs pf rofy lips and radiant eyes, 
WhomPleafure keeps top bufy to be wife. 
Whom Joys with foft varieties i4vite. 
By day the froliick, and the dance by night. 
Who frown with vanity, who fmile with art. 
And alk the lateft fafhion of the heart. 

What 

l^'r^r.zSQ— — 345. 
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Whatcare* what mles your heedlefschanns ihallfave^' 
Each nymph yoor rival, and each youth your flave ? 
Againft your fame with fondnefs hate combines^ 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With diftant voice neglected Virtue calls, 
Leis heard andlefs, the faint remonflrance&lls ; 
Tir*d with contempt, (he quits the flipp*ry reign. 
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 
In croud at once, where none the pafs defend. 
The harmlefs Freedom, and the private Friend* 
The guardians yield, by force fuperior ply'd ; 
Bylnt'reft, Prudence; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Now Beauty falls betray'd, defpis'd, difbrefs'd. 
And hiffing Infamy proclaims the reft. 

Where f then fhall Hope and Fear their objedls find ? 
Moft dull Sufpence corrupt the flagnant mind? 
Muft helplefs man, in ignorance fedate. 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
Muft no diilike alarm, no wifhes rife. 
No cries attempt the mercies of the flties ? 
Enquirer, ceafc, petitions yet remain. 
Which heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain. 
Still raift for good the fupplicating voice. 
But leave to heaven the meafure and the choice. 
Safe in his pow'r, whofe eyes difcern afar 
The fecret ambufh of a fpecious pray'r, 

Ipaploro 

^Ftr. 346—366. 
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Implore his aid, in his decifions reft. 

Secure whatever he gives, he gives the beft. 

Yet when the fenfe of facred prefence fires. 

And flrong devotion to the ikies afpires. 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 

Obedient paUions, and a will refign'd ; 

For love, which fcarce coUefUve man can fill ; 

For patience fov'reign o'er tranfmuted ill ; 

For faith, that panting for a happier feat. 

Counts death kind Nature's fignal of retreat : 

Thefe goods for man the laws of heav'n ordain, 

Thefe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gsun ; 

With thefe celeftial wifdom calms the mind. 

And makes the happinefs fhe does not find. 

The tears of OLD MAY-DAY. 

LE D by the jocund train of vernal hours 
And vernal airs, uprofe the gentle May ; 
Blufhing fhe rofe, and blulhing rofe the flow'rs 
That fprung fpontaneous in her genial ray. 

Her locks with heav'n's ambrofial dews were bright. 
And am'rous zephyrs fluttered on her breaft : 

J^ith ey'ry fhifting gleam of morning light 
The colours ihifted of her rainbow veft. 

Im. 



%> 
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Imperial cnfigns grac'd her finiling form, 
A golden key, and golden wand (he bore j 

This charms to peace each fullen eaftern florm. 
And that unlocks the Summer's copious Hore. 

Onward in confcious majefly ihe came. 
The grateful honours of mankind to tafte ; 

To gather faireft wreaths of future fame. 

And blend freih triumphs with her glories paft. 

Vain hope ! no more in choral bands unite 
Her virgin vot'ries, and at early dawn. 

Sacred to May and Love's myfterious rite, 
Bru(h the light dew-drops % from the fpangled lawn. 

To her no more Augufta's J wealthy pride 
Pours the full tribute from Potofi's mine ; 

Nor frefh- blown garlands village maids provide, 
A purer oflPring, at her ruftic fhrine. 

No more the Maypole's verdant height around 
To Valour's games th' ambitious youth advance; 

No merry bells and tabors' fprightlier found 
Wake the loud carol, and the fportive dance. 



Sudden 



J Muding to the country cuftom of gathering May^denju^ 
J l^be plate garlands of London, 
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Sadden inpenfive fadnefs drooped her head. 
Faint on her cheeks the blufhing crimfon dy*d— « 

** O ! chafte vi£lorious triumphs, whither fled ? 
•' My maiden honours, whither gone ?" fhe cry'd. 

Ah ! once to fame and bright dominion bom. 
The Earth and fmiling Ocean faw me rife. 

With time coeval and the flar of morn. 
The firft, the fairefl daughter of the ikies. 

Then, when at heav'n^s prolific mandate fprung 
The radiant beam of new-created day, 

Celeftial harps, to airs of triumph (bung, 
Hatl*d the glad dawn, and angels caird me MAY. 

Space in her empty regions heard the found. 

And hills, and dales, and rocks, and vallies rung i 

The fun exalted in his glorious round. 
And fhouting planets in their courfes fung. 

Forever then I led the conllant year ; 

Saw Youth, and Joy, and Love's enchanting wiles j 
Saw the mild Graces in my train appear. 

And infant Beauty brighten in my fmiles. 

No Winter frown'd. In fweet embrace ally'd. 
Three ilifter Seafons danc'd th' eternal green j 

And Spring's retiring foftnefs gently vy'd 
With Autuipn's blufh, and Summer's lofty mein. 



Too 
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Too foon, when man prophan'd the bleffings ^v^o. 
And Vengeance ann'd to blot a guilty age. 

With bright Aftrea to my native heav'n 
I fled^ and flying faw the Deluge rage : 

Saw burfting douds eclipfe the noontide beams. 
While founding billows from the mountains roll'd. 

With bitter waves polluting all my (beams. 

My nedar'd ftreams, that flow'd on fands of gold. 

Then vaniih'd many a fea-g^t iile and grove. 
Their forefts floating on the watry plain : 

Then, famM for arts and laws derivM from Jove, 
My Atalantis * funk beneath the m^n. 

No longer bloom'd primeval Eden^s bow'rs. 

Nor guardian dragons watch'd th' Hefperian fleep : 
With all their fountains, fragrant fruits and flowers, 
Tom from the continent to glut the deep. 

No more to dwell in fylvan fcenes I deignM, 

Yet oft defcending to the languid earth. 
With quickning pow Vs the fainting mafi fuflain^d. 

And wak'd her ilumbMng atoms into buth. 

And evVy echo caught my rapturM name. 

And ev'ry virgin breath'd her am'rous vows. 
And precious wreaths of f ich immortal fame, 
Show*r'd by the Mufes, crown'd my lofty brows. 

But 
♦ See Plato. 



Bat chief in Europe, and in £urope*s pride. 
My Albion's favoured realms, I rofe ador'd ; 

And pour'd my wealth, to other climes deny'd. 

From Amalthea's horn with plenty dorM. 

* 

Ah me ! for now a younger rival claims 
My ravifh'd honours, and to her belong 

My choral dances, and vidborious games. 
To her my garlands and triumphal fong. 

O fay what yet untaxed bounties flow. 
What purer joys await her gentler reign ? 

Do lillies fairer, vl'lets fweeter blow ? 
And warbles Philomel a fofter flrain ? 

Do morning funs in ruddier glory rife ? 

Does cv'ning fan her with ferener gales ? 
Do clouds drop fatnefs from the wealthier ikies. 

Or wantons Plenty in her happier vales ? 

Ah ! no : the blunted beams of dawning light 
Skirt the pale orient with uncertain day ; 

And Cynthia, riding on the car of night. 
Through clouds embattled faintly wins her way. 

Pale, immature, the blighted verdure fprings. 
Nor mounting juices feed the fwelling flow'r ; 

Mute all the groves, nor Philomela iings 
When Silence liftens at the midnight hour. 



Nor 



Nor wonder, man, that Nature's bafhful face. 
And op'ning charms her rude embraces fear : 

Is ihe not fprung of April's wayward race. 
The fickly daughter of th* unripen'd year ? 

With fhow'rs and funfhine in her fickle eyes. 
With hollow fmiles proclaiming treacherous peace ; 

With blufhes, harboring in their thin difguife. 
The blaft that riots on the Spring's encreafe. 

Is this the fair mvefted with my fpoil 

By Europe's laws, and Senates' ftem command ? 
Ungen'rous Europe, let me fly thy foil. 

And waft my treafures to a grateful land : 

Again revive on Aiia's drooping ihore 
My Daphne's groves, or Lycia's ancient plain : 

Again to Afric's fultry fands reftore 
Embow'ring fhades, and Lybian Ammon's fane : 

Or hafte to northern Zembla's favage coaft. 
There hu(h to filence elemental ibrife ; 

Brood o'er the region of eternal Froft, 
And fwell her barren womb widi heat and life. 

Then Britain— —here (he ceas'd. Indignant grief. 
And parting pangs her fault'ring tongue fnppreft : 

Veil'd in an amber cloud, (he fought relief. 
And tears, and iilent anguiih told the reft. 



SONG 
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SONG for RANELAGH* 

By Mr. W. Whitehead. 

I. 

Y£ belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things. 
Who trip in this frolickfome round. 
Fray tell me from whence this indecency fjprings. 

The fexes at once to confound : 
What means the cock'd hat, and the mafculine air. 

With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes where intended to languiih not ftare^ 

Andfoftncfs the teft of your fex. 

II. 
The girl who on beauty depends for fupport. 

May call ev*ry art to her aid : 
•The bofom difplay'd, and the petticoat fhort. 

Are famples (he gives of her trade. 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently fmiles. 

And whom Pride has preferv'd from the fnare ; 
Should (lily attack us, with coynefs and wiles. 

Not with open and infolent air. 

III. The 
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The Venus whofe flattie delights all mankind 

Shrinks modeftly back from the view. 
And kindly fhou'd feem by the artift defign'd 

To fcTTc as a model for you. 
Then learn with her beauties to copy her air. 

Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care. 

And double each charm you conceal, 

IV. 
The bluihes of Morn, and the mildnefs of May, 

Are charms which no art can procure ; 
Oh ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay. 

And your empire is folid and fure. 
But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants. 

And put us in fear of our lives. 
You may do very well for iifters and aunts. 

But believe me you'll never be wives. 

The Benedicite Paraphrafed^ 
By the Rev. Mr. Merrick,. 

YE works of God, on him tk>ne, 
In earth his footdool, heaven his throne. 
Be all your praife beflow'd ; 
Whofe hand the beauteous fabrick made, 
Whofe eye the finifti'd work furvey'd. 
And faw that all was good. 

Vol. IV. M H. Y« 
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n. 

Ye angels, that widi loud acclaim 
Admiring viewed the now-born frame. 

And hailed th* eternal King ; 
Again proclaim your Maker*s praifb. 
Again your thankful voices raife. 

And touch the tuneful firing. 

III. 
Praifehim, ye blefs'd aetherial plains. 
Where, in full majefty, he deigns 

To fix his awful throne : 
Ye waters, that above him roH, 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole. 

Oh ! make his praifes known f 

IV. 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, powVs, 
Join ye your joyful fongs with ours. 

With us your voices raifc ; 
From age to age extend the lay. 
To heav'n^s eternal Monarch pay 

Hymns of eternal praife. 

V. 

Cceleftial orb f whofe pow'rfnl ray 

Opes the glad eydids of the day, 

Wiiofe influence all things own ; 
Praife him, whofe courts efFulgent fhinc 
With light, as far excelling thine^ 

As thine the paler moon^ 
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VI. 

Ye glitt'ring planets of the flty, 
Whofe lamps the abfent fan fapply. 

With Kim the fong purfue ; 
And let himfelf fubmiffive own. 
He borrows from a brighter Sun, 

The light he lends to yott. • 

VII. 
Ye (how'rs, and dews, whofe moifture ihcd. 
Calls into life the opening feed. 

To him your praifes yield ; 
Whofe influence wakes the genial birth. 
Drops fatnefs on the pregnant earth. 

And crowns the laughing field. 

VIII. 
Ye winds, that oft' tempeftuous fwecp 
The ruffled furface of the deep. 

With us confefs yjonr God j 
See, through the heav'ns, the King of kings. 
Up- borne on your expanded wings. 

Comes flying all abroad. 

IX. 
Yc floods of fire, where-c'er ye flow. 
With jufl fubmiifion humbly bow 

To his fuperior pow'r ; 

Who ftops the tempefl on its way. 

Or bids the flaming deluge fbray. 

And gives it {(rength to roar. 

Ms X. Yt 
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X. 

Ye fammer*s heat, and winter's cold. 
By turns in long fucceffion roll'd. 

The drooping world to chear ; 
Praife him, who gave the fun and moon; 
To lead the various feafons on. 

And guide the circling year. 

XL 
Ye frofb, that bmd the wat'ry plain. 
Ye filent ihowVs of fleecy rain, 

Porfue the heavenly theme ; 
Praife him who fheds the driving fhow. 
Forbids the hardened waves to flow. 

And flops the rapid fbeam. 

XII. 
Ye days and nights, that fwiftly born, 
From morn to eve, horn eve to mom. 

Alternate glide away ; 
Praife him, whofe never-varying light, 
Abfent, adds horror to the night. 

But prefent gives the day. 

XIII. 
Light,— ^from whofe rays all beauty fprings,^ 
Darknefs, whofe wide- expanded wings 

Involve the dulky globe ; 
Praife him, who, when the heat'ns he (jpread, 
Darknefs his thick pavillion made. 

And l%ht his regal robe. 

XrV. Praife 
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XIV. 
Prjufc him, ye light'nings, as ye fly, 
Wing'd with his vengeance throagh the fky. 

And red with wrath divine ; 
Praife him, ye clouds, that wandering ftray. 
Or fix'd by him in clofe array. 
Surround his awful (hrine. 

XV. 
Exalt, O earth ! thy heav'nly king. 
Who bids the plants, that form the fpring. 

With annual verdure bloom ; 
Whofe frequent drops of kindly rain, 
Prolifick fwell the rip'ning grain. 
And blcfs thy fertile womb. 

XVI. 
Ye mountains, that amJ>jtious rife. 
And heave your fummits to the fkies. 

Revere his awfiil nod ; 
Think how ye onpe affrighted fled. 
When Jordan fought his fountain-head, 
Andown'dth* approaching God. 

XVII. 
Ye trees, that fill the rural fcene. 
Ye flowers, that o'er th' enamel' d green 

In native beauty reign, 
O ! praife the Ruler of the ikies, 
Whofe hand the genial fap fupplies, 
Aq4 clothes the fxniling plain. 

M 3 XVIII. Y« 
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XVIII. 
Ye (cent fprings, ye gentle rills. 
That miirm*riiig rife amoag tlie hills. 

Or fill the humble vale ; 
Phufe him. at whofe almighty nod 
The ragged rock diflclving flowed. 

And formed a fpringing well. 

XIX. 
Praiie him, ye floods, and feas profound, 
Whofe waves die fpacions earth furroond. 

And roll from (hore to (hore ; 
Aw*d by his voice, ye feas, fabfide. 
Ye floods, within your channels glide. 

And tremble and adore. 

XX. 
Ye whales, that fHr the boiling deep. 
Or io its dark recefles fleep. 

Remote from human eye ; 
Praife him, by whom ye all are fed, 
Praife him, without whofe heavenly aid 

Ye languifli, faint, and die. 

XXI. 
Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name. 
Begin, and with th' important theme 

Your artlefs lays improve ; 
Wake with your fongs the rifing day. 
Let mufick found on ev^ry fpray, . 

And fill the vocal grove. 

XXII. Praife 
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XXII. 
Praife him, ye beafts, that nightly roam 
Amid the folitary gloom, 

Th' expeAed prey to feize ; 
Ye flaves of the laborioas plough. 
Your ftubborn necks fubmijQive bow> 

And bend your weary 'd knees. 

XXIII. 
Ye Tons of men, his prsufe difplay. 
Who ftampt his image on your day. 

And gave it pow'r to move $ 
Ye, that in Judah's confines dwell. 
From age to age fucceffive tell 

The wonders of his love. 

XXIV, 
Let Levies tribe the lay prolong, 
*Till angels liften to the fbng. 

And bend attentive down ; 
Let wonder feize the heav'nly train, 
Pleas'd, while they hear a mortal ibrain. 

So fweet, fo like their own. 

XXV. 
And you, your thankful voices join. 
That oft at Salem^s facred fhrine 

Before his altars kneel ; 
Where thron'd in majefly he dwells. 
And from the myftick cloud reveals 

The dilates of his will. 

M 4 XXVI, Yc 
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XXVL 
Ye fpirits of the jaft and good. 
That, eager for the bleft abode. 

To hcav'nly manlions foar ; 
O I let your fongs his praife difplay. 
Till heav'n itfelf (hall melt away. 
And time (hall be no more. 

XXVII. 
Praife him, ye meek and humble train. 
Ye faints, whom his decrees ordam 

The boundlefs blifs to fiiare ; 
O ! praife him» till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day. 
And reign for ever there. 

XXVIII. 
Let OS, who now impaffivfe (land, 
Aw^d by the tyrant's flem command. 

Amid the fiery blaze ; 
While dins we triumph in the flame. 
Rife, and our M iker*s love proclaim. 
In hyauu of endlefs praife. 



AN 
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An O D E to fancy. 

By the Same. 

FANCY, whofe delufipns vain 
Sport th^mfelves with human brain; 
Rival thovi of Nature's powV, 
Can'ft> from thy exhaufUefs ftore. 
Bid a tide of forrow flow^ 
J^nd whehn the foul in deepeft woe : 
Or in the twinkling of an eye, 
Raife it to mirth and jollity. 
Dreams and fhadows by thee (land. 
Taught to run at thy command. 
And along the wanton air. 
Flit like empty Goffimoc 
Thee, black Melancholy of yore 
To the fwift-wing'd Hermes bore : 
From the mixture of diy line. 
Different natures in thee join. 
Which thou chufeft to exprefs 
Py the variance of thy dreis. 

Now 



Novr nke thy fire thou lov'ft to* feem 

Light and gay with pinions trim. 

Dipt ki all the dyes that glow 

In- the bend of iris' bow : 

Now like thy mother drear and ikd*. 

(All in mournful vefhnents clad, 

Cyprefs weeds and fable dole,} 

Thou mfhefl on th' affrighted foul. 

Oft I feel thee coming on. 

When the night hath reached her ttOon» 

And darknefs partner of her reign, 

Roand the world hath bound her chain^ 

Then with meafur'd flep and flow, 

Ift the church>yard path I go. 

And while my outward fenfes deep. 

Loft in contemplation deep, 

S«dden I Hop, and turn my ear. 

And lift'ning hear, or think I hear. 

Firft a dead and fuUen found 

Walks along the holy ground ; 

Then thro' the gloom t^ftmsite break 

Groans, and the fhrill ficreech-owi*s fhriek. 

Lo f the moon hath hid her head. 

And the graves gire up their dead : 

By me pafs the ghaftly crouds. 

Wrapt in vifionary flirouds ; 

Maids, who died with love fofiom. 

Youths, who fell by maidens' fcom. 

Helple& 
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Helplefs fires and matrons old 

Slain for fordid thirfl of gold, 

And babes who owe their ihorten*d date ; 

To cruel flep-dames Tuthlef s hate ; 

Each their (evVal errands go. 

To haunt the wretch that wrought their woe : 

From their fight the caitiff flies. 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chili 

Thro' his frozen blood doth thrill. 

And his hair for very dread 

Bears itfelf upon his head. 

When the early breath of day 

Hath made the fhadows flee away ; 

Still pofiefs'd by thee I rove 

Bofom'd in the /heltVing grove, 

There, with hearts and lyre new flrung. 

Meditate the lofty fong. 

And if thou my voice infpire. 

And with wonted frenzy fire. 

Aided by thee I build tbe rhyme 

Such, as nor the flight of time 

Nor wafling flame, nor eating fhowV, 

Nor lightning's blail can e'er devour* 

Or if chance fome moral page 

My attentive thoughts engage. 

On I walk, with filent tread. 

Under the thick woven (hade. 

While 
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While the thnilhy unheeded by. 
Tunes her ardefs minftrelfy. 
Lift*nmg to their facred lore, 
I think on ages long paft o'er. 
When Truth and Virtue hand in hand 
WalkM upon the finiling land. 
Thence my eyes on Britain glance 
And, awaken'd from my trance. 
While my bufy thoughts I rear. 
Oft I wipe the falling tear. 
When the night again defcends 
And her fhadowy cone extends, 
0*er the fields I walk alone. 
By the filence of the moon. 
Hark I upon my left I hear 
Wild mufick wandering in the air ; 
Led by the found I onward creep. 
And thro' the neighboring hedge I peep ; 
There I fpy the Fairy band 
Dancing on the level land. 
Now with flep alternate bound, 
Join'd in one continued round. 
Now their plighted hands unbind. 
And fuch tangPd mazes wind 
As the quick eye can fcarce pnrfue. 
And wou'd have puzzle that fam*d clae. 
Which led tV Athenian's unMl'd feet 
Thro' the Labyrinth of Crete. 
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At the near approach of day. 
Sudden the mufick dies away. 
Wafting in the fea of air. 
And the phantoms difappear. 
All (as the glow-worm waxes dim) 
Vaniih like a morning dream. 
And of their revels leave no trace. 
Save the ring npon the grafs. 
When the elphin (how is fled. 
Home I hafte me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magick wand 
On my temples take thy fland, 
I fee in mix^d diforder rife 
All that fback my waking eyes ; 
So when I Hand, and round me gaze. 
Where the hm^d Lodona ibays 
On the woods and thickets brown. 
That its fedgy margin crown. 
And watch the vagrant clo«ds that fly 
Thro' the vaft defart of the Iky, 
When adown I caft my look 
On the fmooth unrufll'd brook,' 
(While its cnrrent clear doth run. 
And holds its mirrour to the fuu,) 
There I fee th' inverted fcene 
Fall, and meet the eye again. 



The 
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The MONKIES, ^TALE. 



By the Same, 



WHOE'ER with carious eye has rang** 
Thro' Ovid's talcs, has ieen 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkies chang'd 
A tribe of worthlefs men. 

Repentant foon th' offending race 

Intreat the injur'd pow'r. 
To give them back the homan face. 

And reafon's aid reilore. 

Jove, footh'd at length, his ear indin'd. 

And granted half their pray'r ; 
Bat t'other half he bade the wind 

Difperfe in emp^ air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 

That ihook the vaulted ikies. 
With haughtier air the creatures ftrode. 

And fbretch'd their dwindled fize. 



The 
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The liair in carls luxuriant now 

Around their temples fpread ; 
The tail that whilom hung below. 

Now dangVd fh>m the head. 

The head remains unchang'd within. 

Nor altered much the face ; 
It ftill retains its native grin. 

And all its old grimace. 

Thm hsX transformed and half ttit fame^ 

Jove bade them take their place, 
(Reftoring them their andent daimj 

Among the human race. 

Man with contempt the brute furvey'd. 

Nor would a name bellow ; 
But woman lik'd the motley breed. 

And call*d the thing a Beau. 

An EPITAPH. 

OU^te fub tenera rapuerunt, Paeta, juventa, 
O utinam me crudelia fata vocent ; 
Ut linquam terras invifaque lumina folis, 
Utque tuus rurfum corpore fim pofitou 



Ta 
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Tn cave Lactheo contingas dra liqaore, 
£t dto venturi fis memor^ oro, viri 

Tc feqoar obfcunun per iter : dux ihit etinti 
Fidus amor, tenebras lampade difcudens* 

Thus Translated* 

By the Same. 

THEE, Pxta, Death's relendefs hand 
Cat off in earliefl bloom : 
Ch f had the fates for me ordained 
To ihare an eqaal doom ; 

With joy this bufy world I'd leave. 

This hated light refign. 
To lay me in the peaceful grave 

And be for ever thine : 

Do thou, if Lethe court thy lip. 

To tafte its (beam forbear : 
Sdll ia thy foul his image keep. 

Who haftcs to meet thee there. 

Safe o'er the dark and dreary fhorc 

In queft of thee I'll roam. 
Love with his lamp fhall run before. 

And break the circling gloom. 



VERS 



t ^93 1 




m^ 



VERSES fent to Dean Swift on his 
Birth-day, with Pin£'s Horace finely 
bound. 

Written by Dr. J* Si can. 
[Horace (peaking.] 

YOU'VE read. Sir, in poetic ftrain. 
How Varus and the Mantaan fwain. 
Have on my birth-day been invited 
(Bat I was forc*d in verfe to write it»} 
Upon a plain repail to dine. 
And tafte my old Campanian wine ; 
But ly who all panftilio's hate, 
Tho* long familiar with the great. 
Nor glory in my reputation, 
Am come without an invitation. 
And tho* Tm us'd to right Falemian, 
111 deign for once to tafte lemian ; 
But fearing that you might difput* 
(Had f put on a common fiiit,) 
My breeding and my politeile, 
I vifit in a birth-4ay drefs ; 
V#L. IV, N Mf 
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My coat of purcft Turkey-red, 

With gold cmbn>id*i7 richly fpread ; 

To which. Pre fore as good pretenfiont^ 

As Irifh lords who ftar^e on penfioBS. 

What tho* proad minillers of Asttm 

Kd at your alidclMUBbcr wait 1 

What tho' your Oxfords, and your St. Jolm^ 

Have at your Leree paid attendance ; * 

And PeterboioDgh and g;reat Ormood* 

With many chiefs who now are donnaot. 

Have laid a&de th« generates ftaflT 

And public o^s, with yon to laogh ; 

Yet I fome friends as good can nam^ 

Nor lefs the darling fons of &me i 

For fore nay PoUio and Mecxnas 

Were as good ftatefmen, Mr. Dean, a* 

Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 

Tho' they made Lewis beg a parley : 

And as for Mordaunt your lov'd h«ro, 

ril match him with my Drufus Nero. 

Youll boaft perhaps your favVite Pope, 

But Virgil is as good I hope. 

I own indeed I can*t get any 

To equal Hellham and Delany ; 

Since, Athens brought forth Socratei, 

A Grecian lile Hippocrates j 

Since, Tully liv'd before my time. 

And Galen blefs'd another clime. 

Yoult 
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Youll plead perhaps to my requeft 
"To be admitted as a gaeft. 

Your hearing's bad bat why fuch fears ? 

I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears ; 
And for that reafoR, wifely took 
The form yoa fee me in, a book. 
Attacked, by flow devoaring moths^ 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths ; 
By Bentley*a notes, my deadlieft fbes^ 
By Crceche's rhimes and Dane's proft s 
I found my boafted wit and five 
In their rnde hands almoft expire : 
Yet ftill they but in vain aflaiPd, 
For had their violence prevailed. 
And in a blall deftroy^d my fanEie, 
They wou'd have partly mifsM their aim 1 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of tlus age. 
^Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
From future pedants muddy brains » 
And fix my long-ttii€crtain fate, 
Yji beft know how.<'«^«^V^hicb way ?-—- traaflatt • 
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VERSES written in aGARDEN. 
B^ Lady M JV. M. 

SE E how diat pur of billing dovet 
With open murmors own their lovcB > 
And heedlefs of cenforioos eyes, 
Purfue their unpolluted joys : 
No fears of future want moleft 
The downy quiet of their neft 1 
No intVeil join'd the happy pair^ 
Securely bleft in Nature's care. 
While her dear didates they purfue t 
For conftancy is nature too. 

Can all the dodbrme of our fcho(^y 
Our maxims, our religious rulest 
Can learning to our lives enfure 
Virtue fo bright, or blifs fo pure ? 
The great Creator's happy ends. 
Virtue and pleafure ever blends : 
In vain the church and court have try*d 
Th* united efience to divide ; 
Alike they find their wild mifbJce, 
' The pedant prieft, and £^ddy rake. 



An 
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An ANSWER 
To a LOVE-LETTER. 

By the Same. 

IS it to me, this fad lamenting drain ? 
Are heaven's choiced gifts beflowM in vain ? 
A plenteous fortune, and a beauteous bride. 
Your love rewarded, gratify'd your pride : 
Yet leaving her— — -*tis me that you purfue. 
Without one fingle charm, but being new. 
How vile is man ! how I deteft their ways 
Of artful falfehood, and deigning praife I 
Taftelefs, an eafy happinefs you flight. 
Ruin your joy, and mifchief your delight; 
Why fhould poor pug (the mimic of your kiod) 
Wear a rough cl^, and be to box con^*d i 
Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan,— — 
While roves unpunifh'd the deflroyer, man. 
Not bound by vows, and nnreflrain*d by fhame. 
In fport you break the heart, and rend the fame. 
Not that your art can be fuccefsful here, 
Th* already plundered need no robber fear; 
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Nor figlis, nor charms, nor flatteries can move. 

Too well fecor^d againft a fecond love. 

Cnce^ .and Jbut once, that devil charm'd my mind } 

To reafon deaf, to obfervation blind ; 

I idly hop'd (what cannot love pcrfaade !) 

My fbndnefs equaled, and my love repay 'd ; 

Slow to diibuft, and willing to believe. 

Long hufh'd my doubts, and did myfelf deceive : 

But, oh ! too foon this talc would ever laft j 

Sleep, fleep,^ my wrongs, and let me think *em paH, 
For yon, who mourn with counterfeited grief. 
And aik fo boldly like a begging thief. 
May foon feme other nymph inflidl the pain^ 
You know fo well with cruel art to feign. 
Tho' long you fported have with Cupid's dart. 
You may fee eyes, and you may feel a heart. 
So the brifk wits, who ftop the evening coach, • 
Laugh at the fear that follows their approach ; 
With idle mirth, and haughty (com defpiie 
The paffenger's pale cheek, and ftaring eyes : 
But feiz'd by Jufticc, find a fright no jeft. 
And all ^e terror doubled in their breaft. 



1 
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In Anfwer to a LADY 
Who advifed RETIREMENT. 

By the Same. 

YO U litde know the heart that you advife ; 
I view this various fcene with equal eyes : 
In crowded courts I find snyfelf alone. 
And pay my worihip to a nobler throne. 
Long fince the value of this world I know. 
Pity the madnefs, and defpife the (how. 
Well as I can my tedious part I bear. 
And wait for my difmiffion without fear. 
Seldom I mark mankind's detefted way8« 
Not hearing cenfure, nor affeding praife ; 
And, unconcerned, my future ftate I truft 
To that fole Being, myerciful and ju^ 
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An Addrefs of the S t a t u^e s at S t o we, 
to Lord C o B H A jyi, on his return to 
his Gardens. 



FIl O M cv'iy Mufc and cv'ry art thy own. 
Thy foowVs our dieatres, thy mind our tfaront i 
Hail ! to diy virtaes manamiz'd from date ; 
Hail ! to thy leifore to be wifely great. 

Fettered by duties and to forms enflav'd. 
How timely have thy years a remnant fav'd ! 
To tafte that freedom which thy fword maintained* 
And lead in lettered eafe, a life unpain*d : 
So Sdpio (Carthage fall'n) refign'd his plome. 
And fmil*d at the fergetfulnefs of Rome. 
O greatly blefs-d I whofe evening fweeteft ihines^ 
And, in unclouded flownefs, calm declines I 
While free refledion with reverted eye» 
Wan*d from hot noon-tide and a troabrd iky. 
Divides life well : the largeft part, long known 
Thy country^s daim ; the laft and beft thy own. 

Here while detachM, thy (elf-fupported fou| 
^efumes dominion and efcapes controul ; 
^oves with a grandeur, monarchs wi(h in vain, 
^bpv^ all fears, ilorms, dangers, hopes or pain ; 

A glancf 
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A glance fomedmes from thy fafe fummit throw. 
And fee jfttAdtf world look dim below : 

Thro' the' daHt throng difccm huge (laves of pride 
Shouldering unheeded Happinefs afide; 
Thwarted and pnfh'd and laboring into name. 
And dignifyM with all the dirt of fame : 
Then with a fmile fuperior, turn away. 
And lop th' exub'rance of fome ftraggling (pray ; 
Wind thro' thy mazes to ferene delight. 
And hoin the burding bubbles (hade thy (ight. 

Yet where thou fhin'fl like heav'n, behind a cloud. 
Moving like light, all piercing, tho' not loud ; 
The Mufe (hall find thee in thy bleft retreat. 
And breathe this honeft wi(h at Cobham's feet : 
Frefh as thy lakes, may all thy pleafures flow ! 
And breezy like thy groves, thy paffions blow 1 
Wide as thy fancy, be thy fpreading praife I 
4nd long and lovely as thy walks, thy d^yy^ 
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An O D E 

O N T H JE 

DEATH of Mr. P E L H A M. 

An honefi marts the nobleft work of God ! Pope. 

LET others hail the rifing fan, 
I bow to that whofe courfe is ran. 
Which fets in endlefs night ; 
Whoie rays benignant blefs'd this ifle» 
Made peaceful Natore roiud us (mile 
With calm, but chearfiil light. 

No bounty paft provokes my praife, 
Ko future profpeds prompt my lays. 

From real grief they flow ; 
I catch th* alarm from Britain's fears, 
|iif y Arrows fall with Britain's tean. 

And join a nation's woe. 

S0O 
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See as 70a p«(s the crowded (beet, * 

Defpondence clouds each face you med^ 

All their loft friend deplore : 
You read ia cv'ry penfive eye. 
You hear in ev'ry broken figh. 

That Pelham is no more. 

If thus each Briton be alarmed. 
Whom but his diftant influence warmM, 

What grief their breafts muft rend. 
Who in his private virtues blefs^d. 
By Nature's deareft tyes poflefs'd 

The Hufband, Father, Friend. 

What ! mute ye bards ? —-no mournful vttii. 
No chaplets to adorn his hearfe. 

To crown the good and juft ? 
Your flow'rs in warmer regions bloom. 
You feek no penfions from the tomb. 

No laurels from the dnft. 

When pow'r departed with his breath. 

The fens of Flatt'ry fled from death : » 

Such infeds fwarm at noon. 
Not for herfelf my Mu(e is griev'd. 
She never aik'd, nor e'er recciv'd. 

One minifterial boon. 



Hatk 
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Hathibme peculiar ftrange offence, 
Againft as ann*d Omnipotence 

To check the nation^s pride ? 
Behold th* appointed panifhment ! 
At length the viengefbl bok is Tent, 

It fell when Pelham dfd ! 

Unchecked by fhame, nnaw'd by dread. 
When Vice triumphant rears her head. 

Vengeance can fleep no mp^e ; 
The evil angel ftalks at large. 
The good fabmits, re£gns his charge. 

And quits th* onhallow'd ihore. 

The fame fad mom * to church and ftate 
(So for our fins *twas fix'd by fate) 

A double flroke was giv*n ; 
Black as the whirlwinds of the north, 
St. J n's fell Genius iflu'd forth. 

And Pelham fled to heav'n ! ' 

By angeU watch*d in Eden's bowVs, 
Our parents pafs'd their peaceful hours. 

Nor guilt nor pain theyicnew ; 
But on the day which u(her*d in 
The hell- born train of mortal fin. 

The heav'nly guards withdrew. 



Look 



* T/je 6th of March f 1754, 'was remarkable for the puhlica" 
fieaojthe works of a late Lord^ Bn4 the death of Mr, Pelhanp. 
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Look down, much hoaofd ihadc> below! 
Still let thy pity aid ocur woe $ 

Stretch out thy healing kand i 
Refame thofe feelings, which on eardi 
Proclaimed thy patriot love and worthy 

And fav'd a finking land. 

Search, with thy more than mortal eye^ 
The breafb of all thy friends : defcry 

What there has got poileffion. 
See if thy unfafpe^ng heart. 
In fome for truth miftook not artf 

For principle, profeffion. 

Fromthefe, the pefb of baman kind» 
Whom royal bounty cannot bind, 

Proted our parent King : 
Unmaik their treachery to his fight. 
Drag forth the vipers into light. 

And crufh them ere they fting^ 

If fnch his truft and honors fhare. 
Again exert thy guardian care. 

Each venomM heart difclofe i 
On Him, on Him, our all depend! » 
Oh fave him from his treacherous firiendiy 

He cannot fear his foes. 



Whoe'er 
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Who^er ihaU tft die belm prefide^ 
Still let thy pnideiice be his g;iiide. 

To ftem the troubled wtve ; 
But chiefl^ wkifper in his ear» 
^ That GkOROs It open, jnft, iliioere» 

'* And dares to feom a knave.^ 

No fel£ik yiew« t* opftrefs mankiiid^ 
No mad ambition fir*d thy mind. 

To porchafe fame witii Modd ; 
Thy bofom glowed with pou^ heat t 
ConvincM that to be truly great. 

Is only to be good. 

To hear no lawlefs paffion^s call. 
To ferve thy King, yet feel for all. 

Such was thy glorious plan ! 
Wifdom with' generous love took part, 
Together wor k'd thy head and heart, 

The Miniiler and Man. 

Unite, ye kindred fons ^ woitki 
Strangle bold Fa^ion in its birth $ 

Be Britain's weal your riew I 
For this great end let all combiae^ 
Let virtue link each h\r defign. 

And Pelham live in you. 



VERSEJ 
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VERSES 

Written at Mont AUB AN inpRANCE, ijseL 
By the Rev- Mr, Joseph Warton*. 

TARN, how ddightfttl wind diy willow'd wa?ei^. 
But ah f they fnifUfy a land of flaves ! 
In vain thy btre-foot, fun-buhit peafants hide» 
With lufcious grapes yon' hill's romantic fide ; 
No cups nedlareous ihail their toils repay, 
TTie pricft's, the foldier's, and the fermier's prey i 
Vain glows this fan in cloudlefs glory dreft. 
That ftrikes frefh vigour thro^ the pining l^reaft; 
Give me, beneath a colder, changeful fky. 
My fouPs beft, only pleafure, Liberty ! 
What millions perifti'd near thy mournful flood, * 
When the red papal tyrant cry'd out—* '* Blood !— •• 
Lefs fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 
That dafhM thy infants *gain(l the flones of yore. 
Be warned, ye nations round ; and trembling fee 
Dire fuperftition quench humanity ! 

By 

♦ Alluding to the perfecutions of the froteftantSj and tbt 
•wan of the Sarmcens, carried on in the Southern frowimuM 
of France, 
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Bf aD die chieh in Ficcdom^s battles M; 
Bf wife and f iitu o as Ai.fked*s awfal ^boft ; 
Bj old Galc&cits* fcjtiicd, iron car. 
That fwiiUj whiriii^diio* the walks of war, 
Daih^d Roman blood, and CTiiik*d the fbfciga Arm^ ^ 
'Bf hotty Dinids* ooorage-breadiing ibogs ; 
By fierce Bovduca^s fiiicld, and fbamii^ fleeds ; 
^ the bold peers tkat met on Thames's meads I 
Bj die fifth HEinLT*s hdm, and li^tning fyear^ 
OLiBE&TTy mj warm petition kears 
Be Albiok ftin thy joy ! with her lemaiBy 

Long as the (iuge ihaU lafh her oak-ciQfWB*d pin ! 




The Revenge of A M E R I C A, 



By the Same. 



WHEN Cottez* fbrioas legions flew 
O'er lavagM fidds of rich Pera. 
Stnick with his bleeding people^s woes. 
Old Indians awful Genios rofe. 
He fat on Andes' topmoft ftonc. 
And heard a thoufand nations groan $ 
For grief his feather}' crown he torc^ 
To fee huge Plata foam with gorei 



He 
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He broke his arrows, flampt the groaiul» 
To view his .cities fmoaking round. 

What woes, he cry 'd, hath laft of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd ; 
Plunderers proceed ! my bowels tear. 
But ye (hall meet deftrudiion there ; 
From the deep-vaulted mine Ihall rife 
Th' infatate fiend, pale Avarice f 
Whofe fteps ihall trembling Juftice fly, 
Peac6, Order, Law, and Amity ! 
I fee all Europe's children curft 
With lucre's univerfal thirft : 
The rage that fweeps my fons away. 
My baneful gold ihall well repay. 



?^ 




The Dying INDIAN. 

By the Same, 

TH £ dart of Izdabel preva-ls f 'twas dipt 
In double poifon 1 ihall foon arrive 

At the bleil Uland, where no tigers (pring 
On hqedlefs hunters ; where anana's bloom 

_ m 

Thrice in each moon ; where rivers fmoothly glide. 
Nor thundering torrents whirl the light qanoe 

Vol. IV. O Dowa 
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Down to the fei ; where my forefathers feaft 

Daily on hearts of Spaniards ! O my fon, 

I feel the venom bofy in my breaft, 

Approach, and bring my crown, deckM with the teedk 

Of that bold chriiHan who firit dar^d defloar 

The virgins of the fan ; and, dire to tell ! 

Robbed Vitzipultzi^s flatue of its gems ! 

I mark*d the fpot where they interrM this traitor^ 

And once at midnight ftole I to his tomb. 

And tore his carcafs firom the earth, and left it 

A prey to poifonous flies. Preferve this crown 

With facred fecrecy : if e*er returns 

Thy much-lov'd mother from the defart woods 

Where, as I hunted late, I haplefs loft her, 

Chenfh her age. Tell her I ne'er have worihip*d 

With thofe that eat their God. And when difeafe 

Preys on her languid limbs, then kindly ftab her 

With thine own hands, nor fufFer her to linger,. 

Like chriftian cowards, in a life of pain. 

I go ! great Cofac beckons me ! farewell ! 



t 

1 
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ODE occafion'd by Reading Mr. West's 
Tranflation of Pindajr. 

By the Same. 

I. I. 

ALBION exult ! thy Tons a voice diimie bavt heai^* 
The man of Thebes hath in thy vales aj^ar'd ! 
Hark I with frelh rage and undiminifh'd fire^ 
The fweet enthufiaft ftnites the Britifh lyre ; 
The founds that echoed on Alpheus* ftreams. 
Reach the delighted ear of liftening Thames ; 
Lo ! fwifl acrofs the dufty plain 
Great Theron's foaming courfcrs ftrainf 
What mortal tongue e'er rolPd along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous fong ? 

I. I. 
The fearful, frigid lays of cold and creeping Art, 
Nor touch, nor can tranfport th' unfeeling heart ; 
Pindar, our inmoft bofom piercing, warms 
With glory's love, and eager thifft of arms : 
When Freedom fpeaks in his majeftic fh^in. 
The patriot-paffions beat in every vein : 
We long to fit with heroes old, 
'Mid groves of vegetable gold, 
• Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell. 

And fiill of daring deeds and dangers tell. 

O 2 I. I. Away 

* Seel. Olyfft, Od. 
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I. I. 

Away, enervate bards, away^ 
Who fpin the courtly, (ilken lay, 
f As wreaths for fome vain Loais' head. 
Or mourn fome foft Adonis dead : 
No more your polifli'd lyrics boaft. 
In Britifh Pindar's ftrength overwhelmed and bfl : 
As well might ye compare 
The glimmerings of a waxen flame, 
(Emblem of verfe corredtty tame) 
X To his own ^Etna's fulphar-fpouting caves. 
When to heaven's vault the fiery deluge raves. 
When clouds and burning rocks dart thro' the troubled air. 

II. I. 
In roaring cataradls down Andes' channel'd deeps 
Mark how enormous Orellana fweeps I 
Monarch of mighty floods ! fupremely flrong. 
Foaming from cliff to cliff he whirls along, 
Swoln with an hundred hills' collefled fnows : 
Thence over namelefs regions widely flows. 
Round fragrant ifles, and citron-groves. 
Where ftill the naked Indian roves. 
And iafely builds his leafy bow'r. 
From llavery far, and curfl Iberian pow*r ; 

11. 2. So 

f Alluding to the French and Italian lyric poets. 
XSee I. Pyth. Od. 
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II. 2. 

So rapid Pindar flows. — — O parent of the lyre. 
Let me for ever thy fweet fons admire, 
O ancient Greece ! but chief the bard whofe lays 
The matchlefs tale of Troy divine emblaze ; 
And next Euripides, foft Pity's prieft, 
Who melts in ofeful woes the bleeding breafl ; 
And him, who paints th' inceftuous king, 
Whofe foul amaze and horror wring ; 
Teach me to tafte their charms refin'd. 
The richeft banquet of th' enraptured mind : 

ir. 3. 

For the Weft man, the mufe's child,* 
On whofe anfpicious birth (he fmilM, 
Whofe foul fhe form'd of purer fire, 
For whom fhe tun'd a golden lyre. 
Seeks not in fighting fields renown. 
Nor widows' midnight fhrieks, nor burning town, 
Tlie peaceful poet pleafe ; 
Nor ceafelefs toils for fordid gains. 
Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains. 
Nor heaps of wealth, nor power, nor fUtefmaiTs fchemes^ 
Nor all deceived Ambition's feverifh dreams. 
Lure his contented heart from the fweet vale of eafe. 

O 3 THE 

• Hor. Oi, 3. i. 4. 
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THE 

PLEASURES of MELANCHOLY. 

Written in the Year 1 745. 

Bj the Rev. Mr. Thomas Wailton« 

MO T H £ R of muiixigs, Contemplation fage, 
Whofe grotto ftands upon the topmoft rock 
Of Teneriff; ^oiid the tempeftuoas nighty 
On which, in cahneft meditation held. 
Thou hear^ft with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail defcend ; or if the fkies 
Unclouded ihine, and thro' the blue ferene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her fdver-axled car. 
Whence gazing fledfaft on the fpangled vault 
Raptured thou fit'ft^ while murmurs indi^ndt 
Of difbnt billows footh thy penfire ear 
With hoarfe and hollow founds ; fecure, felf-bleft. 
There oft thou Uflen^ft to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encountering, that in whifpers low 
Afcends the rocky fummit, where thou dweirH 
Remote from roan, converfing with the fphercs ? 
O lead me, queen fublimc, to folemn gloom& 
Congenial with wy foul ; to chearlefs (hades. 



To 
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To ruin'd ftats, to twilight cells and bow'ra, 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to mufe, 
Hfer fav'rite midnight haunts. The laughing fcenes 
Of purple Spring, where aU the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces feem to lead the dance 
. In fportive round, while from their hands they fho^y V 
Ambrofial blooms and fiowVs, no longer charm ; 
Tempe, no more I court thy balmy breeze. 
Adieu green vales ! ye broider'd meads, adieu ! 
Beneath yon' ruin'd abbey's mofs-grown piles 
Oft let me fit, at twilight hour of eve. 
Where thro' fome weftern window the pale moon 
Pours her long-levell'd rule of ftreamkig light ; 
While fullen facred filence reigns around. 
Save the lone fcreech-owl's note, who builds his bow'r 
Amid the mould 'ring caverns dark and damp. 
Or the calm breeze, that ruftles in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invefts fome wafted tow'r. Or let me tread 
Its ncighb'ring walk of pines, where mus'd of old 
The cloyfter'd brothers : thro' the gloomy void 
That far extends beneath their ample arch 
As on I pace, religious horror wraps 
My foul in dread repofe. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's ravcn-colour'd robe, 
*Mid hollow chamel let me watch the Hamt 
Of taper dim, fhedding a livid glare 
D'er the wan heaps ; while airy voices talk 

O 4 * Along 
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Along the glimmering walls ; or ghoftly fhape 

At diftance fecn, invites with beck'ning hand 

My lonefomc fteps, thro' the far-winding vaults. 

Nor andelightfnl is the folemn noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my coach 

I flart : lo, all is motionlefs around ! 

Roars not the rufhing wind ; the fons of men 

And every bead in mute oblivion lie ; 

All nature's hufh'd in £]ence and in fleep. 

then how fearful is it to refled, 

That thro' the ilill globe's aweful folitude. 
No being wakes but me ! 'till dealing fleep 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 
Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly born. 
My fenfes lead thro' flowery paths of joy ; 
Bat let the facred Genius of the night 
Such myftic vifions fend, as Spenfer faw. 
When thro' bewildYing Fancy's magic maze^ 
To the fell houfe of Bufyrane, he led 
Th' unfhaken Britomart ; or Milton knew. 
When in abflradied thought he iirft conceiv'd 
All heav'n in tumult, and the Seraphim 
Come tow'ring, arm'd in adamant and gold. 
Let others love foft fummer's ev'ning fmiles, 

As, lift'ning to the diftant water- fall. 
They mark the blufhes of the ftreaky weft ; 

1 choofe the pale December's foggy glooms. 
Then, when the fuUen fhades of ev'ning dofe. 

Where 
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Where thro^ the room a blindly-glimmMng gleam 

The dying emben fcatter, far remote 

From Mirth*s mad fhoats, that thro* th' illumined xoof 

Refoond with feftive echo, let me fit, 

BIcft with the lowly cricket's drowfy dirge. 

Then let my thought contemplative explore 

This fleeting date of things, the vain delight!*. 

The fruitlefs toils, that dill our fearch elude, 

As thro' the wildemefs of life we rove. 

This fober hour of filence will unmaflc 

Falfe Folly's fmile, that like the dazzling (pells 

Of wily Comus cheat th' unweeting eye 

With blear illufion, and perfuade to drink 

That charmed cup, which Reafon's mintage fair 

Unmoolds, and (lamps the monfler on the man. 

Eager we ta(le, but in the lufcious draught 

Forget the pois'nous drcgi that lurk beneath. 

Few know that elegance of foul refin'd, 
Whofe foft fenfation feels a quicker joy 
From Melancholy's fcenes, than the dull pride 
Of taftelefs fplendor and magnificence 
Can e'er afford. Thus Eloife, whofe mind s 
Had langui(h'd to the pangs of melting love. 
More genuine tranfport found, as on fome tomb 
Reclin'd, (he watch'd the tapers of the deadj 
Or thro' the pillar'd iles, amid pale (brines 
Of imag'd faints, and intermingled graves, 
^us'd a veil'd votarcfs ; than Flavia feels. 
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As thro' ths mizes of the feftive bal4 

Proud of her conqaeriDg charms^ and beaoty^s blaze. 

She floats amid the filken Cons of drefs. 

And (hines the faireft of th^ a£exnbled fair. 

When azure noon-tide chears the dxdal globc^ 
And the bleft regent of the golden da/ 
Rejoices in his bright meridian bow"^. 
How oft my wifhes afk the night's return. 
That beft befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Haily facred Night ! thou too (halt fhare my fong! 
Siiler of ebon-fcepter'd Hecat, hail ! 
Whether in congregated clouds thoo wrap^fl 
Thy viewlefs chariot, or with iilver crown 
Thy beaoxing head encircleil, ever hail ! 
What tho' beneath thy gloom the forcerefs-train. 
Far in obfcured haunt of Lapland-moors, 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody, cauldron blefs ; 
Tho' Murder wan, beneath thy flirouding (hade 
Summons her flow-cy'd votVies to devife 
Of fecret flaaghter, while by one blue lamp 
In hideous confrence fits the lilt'ning band. 
And Hart at each low wind, or wakeful found : 
What tho' thy flay the pilgrim curfelh oft. 
As all benighted in Arabian wailes 
He hears th^ wildemefs around him howl 
With roaming monfters, while on his hoar head 
The black-defcending tempeft ceafelefs beats ; 
Yet more delightful to my penfive mind 
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I 

Is thy return, than bloomy morn^s approach^ 

Ev'n then, in youthful pride of opening May, 

When from the portals of the (affron eaft 

She (heds frelh rofes, and ambrofial dews. 

Yet not ungrateful is the morn's approach, 

When dropping wet (he comes, and clad in clouds. 

While thro' the damp air fcowls the louring fouth. 

Blackening the landfc ape's face, that grove and hill 

In fonnlefs vapours undiilinguifh'd fwim : 

Th' afflifted fongfters of the fadden'd groves 

Hail not the fuUen gloom ; the waving elms 

That hoar thro' time, and rang'd in thick array, 

Enclofe with (lately row fome rural hall, 

y\re mute, nor echo with the clamors hoarfe 

Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 

While to the (hed the dripping poultry croud, 

A mournful train : fecure the village-hind 

Hangs o'er die crackling blaze, nor tempts the ilorm i 

Fix'd in th' uniipi(h'd furrow refls the plough : 

Rings not the high wood with* enliv'ning (houts 

Of early hunter : all is (ilence drear ; 

And deepeft fadnefs wraps the face of things. 

Thro' Pope's foft fong tho' all the Graces breathe. 
And happieft art adorn his Attic page ; 
Yet does my mind with fweeter tranfport glow. 
At at the root of moiTy trunk reclin'd. 
In magic Spenser's wildly-warbled fong 
I fee defcrted Una wander wide 



Thro' 



Tbro* waftefii! folimdes, and lurid heaths, » 
Weary, forlorn ; than when the f fated fair. 
Upon the bofom bright of iilver Thames, 
Launches in all the luffare of brocade. 
Amid the fplendors of the laughing Sun. 
The gay defcription palls upon the fenfe. 
And coldly ftrikes the mind with feeble blifs. 

Ye Youths of Albion^s beaoty-blooming ifle, 
Whofe brows have worn the wreath of lucklefs love. 
Is there a pleafnre like the peniive mood, 
Whofe magic wont to footh your foften'd fods ? 
Otell how rapturojs the joy, to melt 
To Melody^s afliiafive voice ; to bend 
Th* uncertain ftep along the midnight mead. 
And poor your fbrrows to the pitying moon. 
By many a flow trill from the bird of woe 
Oft interrupted ; in embowering woods 
By darkfome brook to mnfe, and there forget 
The folemn dulnefs of the tedious world. 
While Fancy grafps the vifionary fair : 
And -now no more th' abftradted ear attends 
The water's murmVing lapfe, th' entranced eye 
Pierces no longer thro' th' extended rows 
Of thick-rang'd trees ; 'till haply from the depth 
The woodn^an's (broke, or difUnt-tinkling team. 
Or heifer ruftling thro' the brake alarms 
Th' illuded fenfe, ;)Qd mars the gQlden dream. 

Thcf" 
rj- Pdinda, See Rape of the Lock. 
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Thefe are deL'ghts that abfence drear has made 
Familiar to my foul, e^er fince the form 
Of young Sapphira, beauteous as the Spring 
When from her vi'let-woven couch awaked 
By frolic Zephyr^s hand, her tender cheek 
Graceful fhe lifts, and bluihing from her bowV, 
Iffues to cloath in gladfome-glift'ring green 
The genial globe, ^^ met my dazzled fight : 
Thefe are delights unknown to minds profane. 
And which alone the penfive foul can tafte. 

The taper'd choir, at the late hour of prayV, 
Oft let me tread, while to th' according voice 
The many-ibunding organ peals on high. 
The clear flow-dittied chaunt, or varied hymn, 
*Till all my foul is bathM in ecftafies. 
And lap'd in Paradife. Or let me fit 
Far in fequefter'd iles of the deep dome. 
There lonefome liHen to the facred founds. 
Which, as they lengthen thro' the Gothic vaults. 
In hollow murmurs reach my ravifh'd ear. 
Nor when the lamps expiring yield to night. 
And folitude returns, would 1 forfake 
The folemn manfion, but attentive mark 
The due clock fwinging (low with fweepy fway, 
Meafuring Time's flight with momentary found. 

Nor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
With the foft thrillings of the tragic mufe. 
Divine Melpomene, fwcct Pity's nurfe, 



Queen 
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Qaeen of the ftately ftep, and flowing pall. 
Now let Monimia mourn with ftreaming eyes 
Her joys inftfhious, and pollated love : 
Now let foft Juliet in the gaping tomb 
Print the lad Idfs on her trae Romeo's lips. 
His lips yet reeking fropi the deadly draught. 
Or Jafieir kneel for one forgiving look. 
Nor feldom let the Moor on Defdemone 
Pour the mifguided threats of jealous rage. 
By foft degrees the manly torrent deals 
From my fwoln eyes ; and at a brother^s woe 
My big heart melts in fympathizing tears. 

What are the fplendors of the gaudy court. 
Its tinfel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 
To me far happier feems the banifh*d Lord 
Amid Siberia's unrejoycing wilds 
VVho pines all lonerome, in the chambers hoar 
Of feme, high cadle (hut, whofe windows dim 
In diftant ken difcover tracklefs plains. 
Where Winter ever whirls his icy car ; 
While flill repeated objeds of his view. 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied fpires 
That crown the folitary dome, arife j 
While from the topmoft turret the flow clock. 
Far heard along th' inhofpitable wades. 
With fad- returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev'n he far happier feems than is the proud, 
1'he potent Satrap, whom he left behind 
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^id Mofcow's golden palaces, to drown 
In eafe and luxury the laughing hours. 

Illuilrious objedts ftrike the gazer^s mind 
With feeble blifs, and but allure ^e fight. 
Nor rouze with impulfe quick th' unfeeling heart. 
Thus feen by fhepherd from Hjrmettus" brow. 
What dasdal landfcapcs finile ! here palmy groves, 
Refounding once with Plato^s voice, arife. 
Amid whofe umbrage green her filver head 
Th* unfading olive lifts ; here vine-clad hills 
Lay forth their purple (lore, and funny vales 
In profpedi vaft their level laps expand. 
Amid whofe beauties gUftering Athens towers, 
Tho' thro' the blifsful fcenes Ili£us roll 
His fage-infpiring flood, whofe winding marge 
The thick- wove laurel ihades ; tho* rofeate Mora 
Pour all her fplendors on th* empurpled fcene ; 
Yet feels the hoary Hermit truer joys, 
As from the cliff that o^er his cavern hangs. 
He views the piles of falPn Perfepolis 
In deep arrangement hide the darkfome plain. ' 
Unbounded wade ! the mouldVing obelifc 
Here, like a blafled oak, afcends the clouds ; 
Here Parian domes their vaulted halls difclofe 
Horrid with thorn, where lurks th* unpitying thief. 
Whence flits the twilight-loving bat at eve. 
And the deaf adder wreathes her fpotted train. 
The dwellings once of elegance and art. 
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Here temples rife, amid whofe hallowM bounds 
Spires the black pine, while thro* the naked ftreet. 
Once haunt of tradefol merchants, fprings the grafi : 
Here columns heap'd on proflrate columns, torn 
From their firm bafe, encreafe the mouldering mafi. 
Far as the fight can pierce, appear the (poils 
Of funk magnificence ? a blended fcene 
Of moles, fanes, arches, domes, and palaces. 
Where, with his brother Horror, Ruin fits. 

O come then. Melancholy, queen of thought f 
O come with faintly look, and ftedfafi fitep^ 
From forth thy cave embowered with monmfiil yew. 
Where ever to the curfeu's folemn found 
Lift^ning thou fitt'ft, and with thy cyprefs bind 
7 hy votary's hair, and feal him for thy ion. 
But never let Euphrofyne beguile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind. 
Nor in my path her primrofe- garland caft. 
Tho' 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 
Her rofy bofom to th' enamour'd view ; 
Tho' Venus, mother of the Smiles and Loves, 
And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron-bow'r 
With her on nedlar- (beaming fruitage feaft : 
What tho' 'tis her's to calm the low 'ring ikies. 
And at her prefence mild th' embattel'd clouds 
Difperfe in air, and o'er the face of heav'n 
New day diiFufive gleam at her approach ; 
Yet are thefe joys that Melancholy gives, 

/ That 
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Than all her wldefs revds happier far ; 
Thefe deep-felt joys, by Contempladoii taught. 
Then ever, beauteous CQHtempliatlon, hail ! 
From thee began, aufpidotts Hiaid, my fong. 
With thee ihall end : for thou art fairer far 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's moffy gtot ; 
To loftier rapture thQ9 canft wake the thought* 
Than all the fabling Poet's bpa&ed powVs. 
Hail, queen divine ! whom, as tradition tellt^ 
Once, in his e^'ning-walk a Dr\ud founds 
Far in a hollow glade of Monads woods ; 
And pitious bore with hoipitable hand 
To the dofe (belter o€ hb oaken bow*r. 
There foon the fage admiring mark'd the dawn 
Of folenm muiing in your pentve thought ; 
For when a fmiling babe, you lov'd to lie 
Oft deeply lift'ning to th$ rapid roar 
Of wood-hung Meinai, ilream of Druids old. 

A SO N N E T ; written at W pi 

in the abfence of-——. 

Sj^ the Same. 

W— — D £, thy beechen flopes with Waving graia 
Bordered, thine asure views of wood and Uwn» 
Whilom could chajrm; or when the joyous Dawn 

*Gan Night*s don robf with fluihing purple fiain. 

Vol. IV. P Of 
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Or Evening drove to fold her wooDy train ; 

Her fiairefl landfcapes whence my Mufe has drawfl^ 

Too free with fervilc courtly phrafe to fawn. 
Too weak to try the Baikin's ftately ftrain : 

Yet now no more thy flopes of wood and com 
Nor profpe^ls charm, fince He far-diftant (bays 

With whom I traced their fweets each eve and mom, 
From Albion far, to cull fair Gallia's bays ; 

In this alone they pleafe, howe'er forlorn. 
That ilill they can recall thofe happier days. 




y^* 



On B A T H I N G, 

A SONNET. 

By the Same, 

WH E^ late the trees were ftript by Winter pate. 
Fair Health, a Dryad-maid in vefture green, 
Rejoyc*d to rove 'mid the bleak fylvan fcene. 
On airy uplands caught the fragrant gale. 
And ere frefh Morn the low-couch'd lark did hail 
Watching the found of earlieft horn was feen. 
But fince gay Summer, thron'd in chariot ihee% 
Is come tofcorch each primrofe-iprinkled dale. 

She 
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She chafed that delightfal cave beneath 
The cryftal treafures of meek Ifis' dream ;, 

And now all glad the temperate air to breathe. 
While cooling drops diilil from arches dim. 

Binding her dewy locks with fedgy wreath 
She fits anlid the quire df Naiads trim. 

To Lady H — y. By Mr, de Voltaire. 

Y would you know the paiEon 

You have kindled in my breaft. 
Trifling is the inclination 

That by words can be exprefs'd. 

In my filence fee the lover. 

True love is by filence known ; 
la my eyes you'll beft difcover 

All the power of your own. 

if 

On Sir Robert Walpole's Birth-day, 

August the 26th. 



A 



By Mi*. D ton. 

LLhail, aufpicious day, whofe wifh'd return 
Bids every breail with grateful ardor burn, 

P 2 Whilq 
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While pleas'd Britannia that great man furveys 
The Prince may tnift, and yet die people praife : 
One bearing greateft toils with greateH eafe. 
One bom to ferve us, and yet bom to pleafe ; 
His foul capaciooSf yet his judgment dear. 
His tongue is flowing* and his heart fincere : 
His counfels guide, his temper chears our ifle. 
And fmiling gives three kingdoms caufe to finilc* 
Augufly how bright thy golden fcenes appear. 
Thou faireft daughter of the various year. 
On thee the fun with all his ardor glows. 
On thee in dowry all its fruits bellows. 
The greateft Prince, the fbremoft fon of fame. 
To thee bequeathed the glories of his name ; 
Nature and Fortune thee their darling chofe. 
Nor could they grace thee more, till WalpoJe rofe. 
By ileps to mighty things Fate makes her way. 
The fun and Casfar but prepared this day. 

The Lawyer's Farewel to his Mufe. 

Written in the Year 1744. 

AS, by fome tyrant's ftem command, 
A wretch forfakes his native land. 
In foreign climes condemned ta roam 
An endlefs exile from his^^home i 

Penfivet 
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Penflve he treads the deftinM way. 
And dreads to go, nor dares to flay ; 
'Till on fome neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He flops, and tarns his eyes bdow ; 
There, melting at the well-kiioWn view. 
Drops a lail tear, and bids adieu : 
So I, thus doom'd from thee to put. 
Gay queen 6f Fancy and of Art, 
Reludant move^ with doubtful mind. 
Oft flop, atid often look behind. 
Companion of my tender age. 
Serenely gay, and fweetly fage. 
How blithfome were we wont to rove 
By verdant hill, or fhady grove. 
Where (etveiit bees, with humming voice. 
Around the honey 'd oak rejoice, , 

And aged elms with awful bend 

In long cathedral walks extend ! 

LuU*d by the lapfe of gliding floods, 

Chear'd by the warbling of the woods. 

How bleft my days, my thoughts hoV free. 

In fweet fociety with thee ! 

Then all was jtvyous, all was young. 

And years unheeded roU'd along : 

But now the pleafing dream is o'er, 

Thefe fcenes muA charm nle now no more, 

Lofl to the fields, and torn ftom yott,«^^ 

Farewel I ■ m a long, a lafl adieu. 

P 3 Me 
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Me wrangling courts, and flubborn Law 
To fznoak^ and crowds, and cities draw : 
There felfifh Fadlion rules the day. 
And Pride and Av'rice throng the way j 
Difeafes taint the murky air. 
And midnight conflagrations glare; 
Loofe Revelry and Riot bold 
In frighted ftrects their orgies hold i 
Or, when in filence all is drownM, 
Fell Marder walks her lonely round ; 
No room for peace, no room for you. 
Adieu, celeftial Nymph, adieu ! 

Sheakfpear no more, thy fylvan fon. 
Nor all the art of Addifon, 
Pope's heav'n-flrung lyre, nor Waller's cafe. 
Nor Milton's mighty felf muft pleafe : 
Inftead of thefe, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me fland ; 
With founds uncouth and accents dry. 
That grate the foul of harmony. 
Each pedant fage unlocks his (lore 
Of myftic, dark, difcordant lore ; 
And points with tott'ring hand the ways 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 

There, in a winding, clofe retreat. 
Is Jnftice doomM to fix her feat, 
There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the Law, 
She keeps die wondering world in aw^i 

And 



[ 23» 3 

And there, from vulgar light retired. 
Like eaftern queens is more admir'd* 

O let me pierce the fecret fhade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev Vent awe^ 
The guardian of Britannia's Law^ 
Unfold with joy her facred page, 
(Th' united boaft of many an age. 
Where mix*d, yet uniform, appears 
The wifdom of a thoufand years) 
In that pure ipring the bottom view. 
Clear, deep, and regularly true. 
And other doctrines thence imbibe 
Than lurk within the fordid fcribe ; 
Obferve how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countlefs wheels diflinftly tend 
By various laws to one great end ; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing foul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole. , 

Then welcome bufinefs, welcome ftrife. 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life. 
The vifage wan, the pore-blind fight. 
The toil by day, the lamp at night. 
The tedious forms, the folemn prate. 
The pert dilpute, the dull debate. 
The drowfy bench, the babling Hall, 
F«r thee, fair Juflice, welcome all J 

P 4 Thifi 



t *34 ] 

Thus thoagb my noon of life be paft. 
Yet let my fetting funi at laft. 
Find out the ftiU, the rural cell. 
Where fage Retirement lOTes to dwell ! 
There let me tafte the homefelt blifs 
Of innocence^ and inwavi peace ; 
Untainted by ^e guilty bribe ; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy -tribe ; 
No orphan'! cry to wound my car ; 
My honour, and my confcience clear ; 
Thus may I calmly meet my end. 
Thus to the grave in peace defcend ! 

By Mifs CoopEii, (now Mrs. Madden) 
in her Brother's Coke upon Littleton. 

OThou, who labour'ft in this rugged mine, 
May'ft thou to gold th' unpolifh'd ore refine I 
May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap, if thou canil bear to plough. 
To tempt thy care, may, each revolving night, 
Purfes and maces fwim before thy fight I 
From hence in times to come, adventurous deed f 
May 'ft thou efTay, to look and fpeak like M^ad. 
When the black bag and rofe no more ihall ihade 
Wiph martial air the honours of thy head ; 

When 
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hen the fall ^g thy vi&ge (httll in^t^, 
id only leave to view thjr leai-ned tioii : 
fely may 'ft thoa defy beiajt^ wits, and fcoSm ; 
hile tenants, in fee fiihpk^ AttfFthy cofferi. 

S O L I T U D E. 

An O D E. 
I. 

O Solitude, romantic maid. 
Whether by nodding towers yon tread» 
Or haunt the defart's tracklefs gloom. 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb. 
Or climb the Andes' clifted iid^. 
Or by the Nile's coy fource abide. 
Or ftarting from your half-year's deep 
From Hecla view the thawing deep. 
Or Tadmor's marble waftes fiirvey, " 

Or in yon rooflefs cloyfter ftray s 

You, Reclufe, again I woo. 

And again your fteps purfue. 

II. 

PlumM Conceit himfelf fturveyiag. 

Folly with her fhadow playing, 

Purfe-proud, elbowing Infblence, 

IBloated empirick, pufF'd Pretence, 

I .' Noife 
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Nmfe tkat diro' a trampet fpeaks, 
Laughter in lond peals that breaks^ 
Intnifion with a fopling's face, 
(Ignorant of time and place) 
Sparks of fire Difiention blowing, 

Dodile, court-bred Flattery, bowing, 
Refb-aint's fliff neck. Grimace's leer, 
Squint-ey'd C^ure's artful fneer. 
Ambition's bufkins (leep'd in blood. 
Fly thy prefence. Solitude. 

III. 
Sage Refle£lion bent with years, 
Confcious Virtue void of fears, 
Mofiled Silence wood-nymph ihy. 
Meditation's piercing eye. 
Halcyon Peace on mofs reclin'd, 
Retrofpedl that fcanris the mind. 
Rapt earth-gazing Refvery, 
Blulhing artlefs Modefty, 
Health that fnufFs the morning air, 
Full-ey'd Truth with bofom bare, 
Jnfpiration, Nature's child. 

Seek the folitary wild. 

IV. 
You with the tragic Mufe * retir'd 
The wife Euripides inipir'd, 

• In the tjland Salamis. 
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You taught the fadly-pleafing air 
That f Athens fav'd from ruins bare. 
You gave the Cean's tears to flow. 
And J unlocked the fprings of woe ; 
You penn'd what exil'd Nafo thought;. 
And pour'd the melancholy note . 
With Petrarch o'er Valclufe you ftray'd. 
When Death fnatch'd his J long lov'd maid; 
You taught the rocks her lofs to mourn 
You ftrew'd with flowers her virgin um. 
And late in || Hagley you were feen. 
With bloodfhed eyes, and fombre 9uenj 
Hymen his yellow veftment tore. 
And Dirge a wreath of cyprefs wore. 
But chief you own thefolemnlay 
That wept NarciiTa young and gay, 
parknefs clap'd her fable wing. 
While you touched the mournful kring, 
Anguifh left the pathlefs wild, 

Grim-fac'd Melancholy fmil'd, 
Drowfy Midnight ceas'd to yawn. 
The ftarry hoft put back the dawn, 
Afide their harps ev'n Seraphs flung 
To hear thy fweet complaint, O Young. 

V. When 

+ See Plutarch in the life of Lyfander, 

\ Simonides, 

^ Laura, tiuenty years, and ten after her deaths 

I Monody on the death of Mrs, Lyttelton^ 



V. 

When all Nature's hnfh'd aflcep. 
Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 
Sofiiyou leave your cavern'd den. 
And wander 6*tr the work» of itten. 
But when Phofphor brings the dawn 
By her dappled conrfers drawn. 
Again you to the Wikl retreat 
And the cfarly huntfinan meet. 
Where at yoil pen&vt {>a€e along. 
You catch the diftant (hepherd's fong. 
Or brufh firom herbs the pearly dew. 
Or the rifing primrofe view. / 
Devotion lends her heaVen-plnm'd wings. 
You mount, and Nature with yon fings. 
But when nnid-day fervors glow 
To upland airy (hades you go. 
Where never fnnbumt woodman came. 
Nor fportfman chas'd the timid game ; 
And there beneath an oak reclin'd. 
With drowfy waterfalls behind. 
You fink to reft. 
Till the tuneful bird of night 
From the neighb'ring poplars height 
Wake you with her folemn drain. 
And teach pleas'd Echo to complain. 

VI. 
With you rofes brighter bloom. 
Sweeter cycry fweet perfume. 



\ 

i 
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Purer every fountain flows 
Stronger every wilding grows. 

VII. 
Let thofe toil for gold who pkafe. 
Or for fame renounce their eafe. 
What is fame f an empty bubble. 
Gold ? a tranfienty fliuiing trouble. 
Let them for their country bleed. 
What was Sidaey^s, RaleigVs meed? 
Man's not worth a moment's pain* 
Bafe, ungratefd> fickle, vain. 
Then let mt, iequefter'd fair* 
To your Sibyl grot repur* 
On yon hanging diff it (lands 
Scoop'd by Nature's (alvage hands* 
Bofom'd in the glpomy ihade 
Of cypreft not with age decayed. 
Where the owl ftill-hoQting fits. 
Where the bat inccffant Hits, 
There in loftier ftrains I'll fing 
Whence the changing feaibns fpring. 
Tell how florms deform the fkies. 
Whence the waves fubfide and rife* 
Trace the comet's blazing tail. 
Weigh the planets in a fcale ; 
Bend, great God, before thy fhrine, 
The bournlefs macrocofm's thine. 

Save 
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VIII. 
Slve me ! what^s yon fhrouded fhade i 
That wanders in the dark-brown gladc4 

It beckons me ! vain fears adieii> 

Myfterious ghoft, [ follow you. 

Ah me ! too well that gait I know. 

My youth's firft friend, my manhood*s woe! 

Its breaft it bares ! what ! ftain'd with blood? 

Quick let me ftanch the vital flood. 

Oh fpirit, whither art thou flown } 

Why left me comfortlefs alone ? 

O Solitude on me beftow. 

The heart- felt harmony of woe. 

Such, fuch, as on th' Aufonian (hore. 

Sweet * Dorian Mofchus triird of yore : 

No time fhould cancel thy defert. 

More, more, than f Bion was, thou wert* 

IX. 
O goddefs of the tearful eye. 
The never- ceaiing ftream fupply. 
Let as with Retirement go 
To charnels, and the houfe of woe. 
O'er Friendihip^s herfc low-drooping mourns 
Where the fickly tapers burn. 
Where Death and nun-dad Sorrow dwells 
And nightly ring the folemn knell. 

♦ Ste UylL 

•f* Alluding to the death ef a friend. 
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The gloom diipels, the chamel fmiles^ 
Light flaflies thro' the vaulted iks. 
Blow iilky foft, thoa weftem gale, 
O goddefs of the defart, hail ! 
She biirfts from you cliiF-riven cave^ 
Infulted by the wintry wave ; 
Her brow an ivy garland binds^ 
Her trefTes wanton with the winds, 
A lion's fpoilsy without a zone. 
Around her limbs are carelefs thrown ; 
Her right hand wields a knotted mace. 
Her eyes roll wild, a (bide her pace ; 
Her left a magic mirror holds. 
In which fhe oft herfelf beholds. 
O godde(*s of the defart, hail ! 
And fofter blow, thou weftem gale ? 

Since in each fcheme of life IVe fail'd^ 
And difappointment feems entail*d ; 
Since all on earth I valued moil. 
My guide, my flay, my friend is loft ; 
You, only you,. can make me blefl. 
And hufh the tempefl in my breaft. 
Then gently deign to guide my feet 
To your hermit-trodden feat. 
Where I may live at lafl my own. 
Where I at laft may die unknown. 
I fpoke, fhe twin'd her magic ray. 
And thus fhe faid, or feem'd to fay^. 



Youth, 
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Youth, you're miilaMi* if yow tUnk Id (nd 
In ihades a medicine for a trouble^ mii^d i 
Wan Grief will haunt you whejrefoe>r you jgp» 
Sigh in the breeze, and in the ib^a^ijet fiow* 
There pale Inadiion pines his life away. 
And, fatiate, curfes the r^urn of i^y ; 
There naked Frenzy laughing wild widi paia. 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main : 
There SuperiUtion broods o*er all her fears, - 
And yells of daemons in the Zephyr hears. 
But if a hermit you're refolv'd to dwell. 
And bid to focial life a lafl farewel , 

^Tis impious. 

God never made an independent man, 
*Twould jarr the concord of his g^aer^ pU9 : 
See every part of that ftupendous whole, 
«* Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ;*• 
To one great end, the general goo4, confplrc^ 
From matter, brute, to man, to fer/iph, iir^. 
Should man thro' Nature folitary roam, 
His will his fovereign, every where his home. 
What force wou'd guard him from the lion's jaw ? 
What fwiftnefs wing him from the panther's paw ? 
Or fhould Fate lead him to fome fafer fhor^. 
Where panthers never prowl, uqr lipuiS roari 
Where liberal Nature all her charms bellows. 
Suns (hine,^ birds fmg, iJowers Woonj, and water flows, 

Foo 
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Fool, deft thou think he'd revel on the florc, 

Abfolve the care of Heaven, nor afk for more ? 

Tho' waters flow'd, flow'rs bloomM, and PbcBbiu (hone. 

He'd figh, he'd murmur that he was alone. 

For know, the Maker on the human bread 

A fenfe of kindred, country, man, impreft; 

And focial life to better, aid^ adorn. 

With proper faculties each mortal's bom. 

Tho' Nature's works the ruling mind declare. 
And well dcferve enquiry's ferious care. 
The God (whate'er Mifanthropy may fay) 
Shines, beams in man with moft undo^ded ray» 
What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole ? 
Hang o'er the fun, and with the planets roll ? 
What boots thro' (pace's furtheft bourns to roam ? 
If thou, O pian, a (banger art at home. 
Then know thyfelf, the human mind furvey. 
The ufe, the pleafure will the toil repay. 
Hence Inffiration plans his manner'd lays. 
Hence Homer's crown, and Shakefpcar hence thy bays. 
Hence he, the pride of Athens and the (hame. 
The beft and wifefl of mankind became. 
Nor fbidy only, praflife what you know. 
Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe. 
With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine j 
Thofe who in (Indy, (hou'd in praAice fhine. 
Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley's (hade. 
Charm man fo much by mofTy fountains laid, 
. Vol. IV. Q As 
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As when arousM, lie ftems Coiruptioif s cotiHe, 
And fhakes the ienate with a TuUy^s force ? 
When Freedom gafp'd beneath a Caefar^s feet^ 
Then Publick Virtue might to (hades retreat ; 
fiat where (he breathes, the leaft may ofefbl be> 
And Freedom, 8rit«ii, ftill belongs to thee. 
Tho' man's angratefiil, or tho' Fortune frown; 
Is the reward of worth a fong, or crown ? 
Nor yet unrecompens'd are Virtue's pains. 
Good Allen lives, and boonteous Bnmfwick reigiis* 
On each condition difappointments wait. 
Enter the hut, anA force the guarded gate. 
Kor dare repine, tho' eaily Friendfhip bleed. 
From love, the world, and all its cares he's freed. 
But know, Adverfity's the child of God ; 
Whom Heaven approves of moil, moft fed her roit 
When fmooth old Ocean and each florm's aileep,. 
Then Ignorance may plough the watery deep ;. 
But when the daemons of the tempell rave. 
Skill muft conduA the veffel thro' the wave. 
Sidney, what good man envies not thy blow %, 
Who wou'd not wifh J Anytus for a foe ? 
Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate, 
The good can never be unfortunate. 
And be this maxim graven in thy mind, / 
•phe height of virtue is to ferve mankind. 

But when old age has filver'd o'er diy hedly. 
When memory fails, and all thy vigour's ficd, 

% One of thi Accuftrs of Socratei. Tfce* 
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f hen may 'ft thou feek the flXQefs of retreat, 
iTht^n hear aloof the Iwmaii tempeft ;b«a^ 
Then will I greet thee to mfr widodkad Ctt»e» 
Allay the pangs of 9gs, and finooth tfagr {ourc. 

An ODE 

To the Right Honourable 

Stephen Poyntz, Eiq^ &c. &€• 

By the JEionoarable 

Sir Charles Han.WuliamS) Kt, of the Bath, 

Sen/ere gut J mens riH^ quid indoles 
HlmriUi faufiis fidf pinetrsilihui 
Pofet 

DoSrina fed *vim promo vet infitam^ 
ReHifue cultus feSlora roboranu 

Hor. Od. 4. Lib. 4* 

I. 

WHILST William's deeds and William't praife 
Each Engliih bread with tran^ortraiie^ 
Each Englifh tongue employ ; 
Say, Poyntz, if thy elated heart 
AiTumes not a Cdperior part, 
A larger ihare of joy ? 

CL2 IL Bu^ 



\ 
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II. 

But dut di^ €0iiiitr7''s higk afairs 
Empk>x tky tone, demaad diy cares, 

Yoa flioa*d renew your fl^t ; 

Yoa only ihoe'd this theme porfae 

Who can fi>r William fid like yoa ? 

Or who like yoa can write ? 

lU. 
Then to r^earfe the Hero*s pnofe. 
To paint diis fanihine of his days. 

The pleafing tafic be mine 



To think on all thy cares overpaid. 
To view the Hero yoa have made,. 

That pleafing part be thine. 

IV. 
Who firft fhoold watch, and who call focth 
This yoathfol Prince's various worth, 

Yoa had the publick voice ; 
Wifely his royal Sire confign^d 
1 o thee, tlie culture of his mind. 

And England bleft the choice. 

V. 
You taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage (hewn: 

From this, near Monads flood. 
By his-vidorious Father led. 
He flefh'd his maiden fword, he fhed« 

And prov'd th' iiloflrious blood. 
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VI. 

Of Virtue's various charms you taught. 
With happinefs and glory fraught. 

How her unfhaken pow'r 
Is independent of fuccefs ; 
That no defeat can make it le6. 

No conqueft make it more. 

VII. 
This, after Toiirnay's fatal day, 
'Midft forrow, cares, and dire difmay. 

Brought calm, and fure relief; 
He fcrutiniz'd his noble heart. 
Found Virtue had pcrform'd her part. 

And peaceful flept the chief. 

VIII. 
From thee he early learnt to feel 
The Patriot's warmth for England^s weal ; 

(True Valour's nobleft fpring) 
To vindicate her Church diilreft i 
To fight for Liberty oppreft ; 

To perifh for his King. 

IX. 
Yet fay, if in thy fondeft feope 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 

That bounteous heav'n, fo foon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, 
Confenting bend to ev'rypray'r. 

And all thy wiflies crown. 

CL3 X. 
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X. 

We faw I wreteli, witk trait^roos aid. 
Oar £ing*s aad Church's rig^t» invade i 

And thine, fair Liberty ! 
We iaw thy Hero fly to war. 
Beat down RebeBioir, break her fpnx. 

And fet the nation* free. 

XI. 
Cnlloden's field, my glonooa theme. 
My raptare, vifion, and n^ dream, ' 

Gilds the young Htr6*$d$iy$: 
Yet can there be one Englilh heart 
That does not gire thee, Poynts, Ayipxt, 

And own thy (hare of praile f 

XII. 
Nor is thy fame to thee decreed 
For life's ftiort date : when WiDiam's head. 

For viAories to come. 
The frequent laurel (hall receive : 
Chaplets for thee onr fons fliall weaft^ 

And hang 'em on thy tomb. 



ODE 
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O D E on the Death of Matzel, a farourite 

Bull- finch, addrefsM to Mr. St px, ta 

whom the Author bad gircn the Rcverfion 
of it when he left Drefden. 

[By the Sam.'} 



TRY not my St —- c;, 'tis mTain 
To ftop yourtears, to hide your pain^ 

Or check your honeft rage ; 
Give forrow and revenge their icope. 
My prefent joy, your fiiture hope^ 

Lies ixmrder'd in hvi cage. 

II. 
Matzel's no more, ye graces, loves. 
Ye linnets, nightingales and doves. 

Attend th^ untimely hiev ; 
Let ev'ry forrow be expreft. 
Beat with your wings each moomfol brea^ 

And drop the natural tear. 

JII. 
In height of fong, in beauty's pride. 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died— — 

But vengeance (hall have way : 
On pains and tortures ill refine ; 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine. 

His nine will iU repay. 
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IV. 
For thee, my bird, the facred Nine, 
Who lov*d thx tuneful notes, (hall join 

In thy funereal verfe : 
My painfbl talk, flull be to write 
Th* eternal dirge which they indite, 

And hang it on thy hearfe. 

V. 
In vain I lov*d, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return 

Is fled to happier (hades. 
Where Le(bia (hall for him prepare 
The place moft charming, and moft fair 

Of all th' Elyfian glades. 

yi. 

There (hall thy notes in cyprefs grbvc 
Sooth wretched ghofts that died for love ; 

There (hall thy plaintive flrain 
Lull impious Phxdra^s endlefs grief. 
To Procris yield fome (hort relief. 

And fofteh Dido's pain, 

VII. 
Till Proferpine by chance (hall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care. 

And love thee with my love; 
While each attendant's foul (hall praife 
The matchlefs MatzeFs tuneful lays. 

And all his fongs approve. ' 

MAR- 




c 
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MARTIALIS EPIGRAMMA. 

Lib. 6. Ep. 34. Imitated. 

t ■ 

[By the Sam.} 

O M E, Chloe, and give me fwect kiflcs. 
For fwcetcr fure never girl gave : 
But why in the midft of my bliffes 

Do you a(k me how many I'd have ? 
I'm not to be dinted in pleafure. 

Then prythee my charmer be kind. 
For whilft I love thee above meafure. 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 
Count the bees that on Hybia are playing. 

Count the flowVs that enamqj its fields. 
Count the flocks that on Tempc are ftraying. 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Go number the liars in the heaven. 

Count how many fands on the ihore. 
When (o many kifles you've given 

I ilill (hall be craving for more. 
To a heart full of love let me hold thee. 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine i 

With my arms I'll for ever infold thee. 

And twift round thy limbs like a vine. 

What 
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What joy can be greater than this is f 

My life on thy Hps fliall be ipent ; 
But die wretch that can number his kiflet 

With few will be ever content* 

A LITTLE WI$K 

GRANT me, gods, a little ieat. 
Modem bailt> and forniih'd neat: 
Let it (land on riiing ground. 
For a profpefi all around ; 
Call the maniion Cowper^s Hill ; 
From the mount a little rill 
Let meandVing gently flow 
Thro' the verdant vale below. 
Add a little garden to't» 
Planted, wall'd, and well laid out ; 
And a little bow'r therein. 
Little bower ever green ; 
And a little /hady grove. 
Or for iludy, or for love ; 
And fome little trees that bear 
Pippin, cherry, plumb, and pear; 
And the apricot and peach 
On the wall within my reach ; 
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And each fragrant flow'r that grawH 
Fragrant flower for the nofe ; 
And the rofc in all its pride. 
Blooming rofe, for blooming bride % 
Tulips too in richeft ihew. 
Tulips gay, as birth-night beao. 

Let us now go in a door. 
And fee what to afk for more : 
Grant, yepow'rs, a little wine^ 
For a gueft that comes to dine. 
And a dock of mild and ftale, 
Honeil neighbours to regale, 
And Oftober ftrong and mellow. 
Tubes and weed for hearty fellow i 
Thefe in Cefirian moulds comprefl:. 
This of Brocas very beft : 
Cordials too in cupboard be. 
Rum, arrack and ratifia ; 
I^ow and then a little cup 
Serves to keep the fpirits up. 

As a fportfman, give me horfcs. 
Some for chace, and fome for courfes. 
And a pack of little hounds. 
To drive Reynard o'er the downs : 
Grant for thefe a fit eflate. 
Nor too little, nor too great. 
But if aflc again I ihall, 

I will a(k what*s all in all I 



G%« 
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Give a little pretty fpoufe. 
For to grace my little houfe ; 
Let her have complexion fair, 
Sparkling eyes, and auburn hair. 
Skin as white as neck of fwan. 
Smooth as down that grows thereon. 
Smiling looks, and ruby lips, 
Waift that tapers to her hips. 
And fine arms that eafy fall. 
And foft hands, and fingers fmall, 
Skiird to touch the warbling firings. 
When her lays, or mine fhe fings : 
Let her frank and pleafant be 
To my friends, as well as me ; 
And with wit and beauty's charms. 
Glad my heart and blefs my arms : 
Be the produce of our joys. 
Little girls and little boys. 

O ! the fweets of fuch a life f 
To be blefs'd with fuch a wife ! 
Grant but thcfe, may I be poor, 
WhenI afk a little more. 
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The Progrefs of D I S CONTENT. 
A POEM. 

Written at Oxford in the Year 1746. 

WHEN now mature in claffic knowledge. 
The joyful youth is fent to college, 
- His father comes, a vicar plain. 
At Oxford bred — in Anna's reign. 
And thus in form of humble fuitor 
Bowing accofls a reverend tutor. 
«* Sir, I'm a Glo'fterfhire divine, 
** And this my elded fon of nine ; 
*' My wife^s ambition and my own 
** Was that tlus child (hould wear a gown : 
** rU warrant that his good behaviour 
" Will juftify your future favour ; 
«* And for his parts, to tell the truth, 
*• My fon's a very forward youth ; 
«* Has Horace all by heart — you'd wonder — 
" And mottth*s out Homer's Greek like thunder. 
" If you'd examine— and admit him, 
" A fcholarfliip would nicely fit him : 

I ♦* That 
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*' That he flicceeds *tis ten to one | 

«^ Year vace and iaieioft. Sir T -— Tit ^oiML 
Our piqiM*B iiqxes^ tiio' tivice deibcted^ 

Are with a fcholarihip compleated : 

A ^c^arfidp hot hdf maintains. 

And college rules are heavy chaihs : . 

In garret dark he fmokes andpans> 

A prey to difcipline and duns ; 

And now intent on new defigB% 

Sighs for a fellowftiip — and fines. 
When nine full tedious winters pail. 

That ntmofl wifh is crown'd at lafl : 

But the rich prize no fooner got. 

Again he quarrels with his lot : 

•• Thefe fellowlhips are pretty things j 

•« We live indeed like petty kings : 

^ But who can beat to wafle his whole age 

«* Amid the dullnefs of a college, 

«« Debarred the common joys of life. 

" And that prime blifs — a loving wife ! 

" O ! what's a table richly fpread 

«* Without a woman at its head ! 

** Would fome fnug benefice .but fall* 

'^ Ye feails, ye dkiners ! farewel all ! 

•« To offices rd bid adieu, 

** Of dean, vice praes. —of borfar too ; 

" Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 

«* Come, ty thes, and houfe, and fruitful fields !" 

To 
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Too fond of freedom and of eafe 
A patron's vanity to pleafe. 
Long time he watches, and by fteahfi. 
Each frail incumbents donbtful health ; 
At length— ^-and in his totieth year, 
A living drops*— -two hundred clear ! 

With breaft elate beyond expre£ion. 

He hurries down-to take poiTeffioii, 

With rapture views the fwect retreat— 

** What a convenient houfe ! how neat! 

** For fuel here's fu'fiicient wood : 
Pray God the cellars may be good ! 

The garden that muft be new plann*d< 

Shall thefe old-fafhionM yew-trees ftand ? 

«^ O'er yonder vacant plot (hall rife 

** The fiow'ry ihmb of thonfand dies :— «-« 

*< Yon wall, that feels the fouthem ray. 
Shall blufh with ruddy fruitage gay : 
While thick beneath its afpeft warm 
O'er well-rang'd hives the bees fhall iwaiBi^' 

^* From which, e'er long, of golden gjkam 

^ Metheglin's lufdous juice fhall ftream : 

** This awkward hutt, o'er-grown with ivy, 

•* Well alter to a modern privy : 

** Up yon green (lope, of hazels trim, 

*^ An avenue fo cool and dim, 

*' Shall to anaibonr, at the end, 

** Infpiteof gout, intice a friend. 

« *• My 
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** My predeceCbr lov'd devotion * 

•* But of a garden had no notioft.'* 
Continuing this fantafUc farce on. 
He now commences country parfon. 
To make his charader entire. 
He weds — a coufm of the Tquirc ; 
Not over weighty in the purfe. 
But many dodlors have done worfe : 
And tho' (he boafl no charms divin&> 
Yet (he can carve and make birch wine. 
Thus fixt, content he taps his barrel. 
Exhorts his neighbours not to qnarrel ; 
Finds his church-wardens have difceming 
Both in good liquor and good learning ; 
With tythes his barns replete he fees, 
And chuckles o'er his furplicefees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues. 
And regulates the (late of pews ; 
Rides a fleek mare with purple houfing, 
Tofhare the monthly clubs caroufing; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells. 
And — but on Sundays— hears no bells. 
Sends prefents of his choiccd fruit. 
And prunes himfelf each faplefs fhoot. 
Plants colliflow'rs, and boafts to rear 
The earlieft melons of the year ; 
Thinks alteration charming work is, 
Keeps Bantam cock.% and feeds his turkies; 



t 2$7 ] 

Builds in his copfe a faVorite bench. 
And ftores the pond ivith carp and tench.* 

Bat ah ! too foon his thoughdefi breaft . 
By cares domefHc is oppteft ; 
And a third butcher's bill, and brewing^ 
Threaten inevitajtilf ruin : . 
For children Irefh expences yet. 
And Dicky now for fchpol is fit. 
** Why did I fell my college life 
" (He cries) for benefice and wife ? 
** Retarn, ye days ! when endlefs pleafurc 
** I found in reading, or in leifure f 
** When calm around the common room 

I pufPd my daily pipe's perfiune ! 

Rode for a Homach, and in{pede(j|^ 

At annual bottlings; corks feleded : 
** And din'd untaxed, untrouMed, under 
** The pourtrait of our pious founder ! 

When impofitions were fupply'd 

To light my pipe —or footh my pride« 
** No cares were then for forward peas 
«* A yearly-longing wife to pleafe i 
** My thoughts no chrift'ning dinners croft, 
" No children cry'd for butter'd toaft; 
•* And ev^ry night I went to bed, 
•* Without a Modus in my head. !'* 

Oh I trifling head, and fickle heart ! 
Chagrined at whatfoe*er thou art ; 

Vol. IV. R A dupe 
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A dupe to foOici yet Mby'd, 

And .fick of pka6iici» 

Each prize pofleis^d, dijtran^ottceaies. 

And in pnrfoit al(mc k plcafes. 



f^.-y^.^^j. 



The F I R E-S I D E. 

By Dr. Cotton. 



D£AilChloe» wliic die bafy oood. 
The vain, the wealth/, and the proud. 
In Folly's maze advance; 
Tho* fingulanty and pride 
Be caird our choice, well ftep afid^ 
Nor join the giddy dance. 

TL 
From the gay wixrld well oft letire 
To oar own family and fire. 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noify neighbour enters here. 
No intermeddling firanger near. 
To fpoil our heart-felt joys. 



III. 
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III. 

If (olid happintfi we ftizc. 
Within otiiT breaft this jewel Uds ; 

And they are foolswlio roam : *; 

The world has nodiing to beflow» 
From our own iehres our joys mad flow> 

And that dear hut, oar home. 

IV. 
Of reft was NoA*s dove bereft,- j 

When with impatient wing (he kft 

That fafe retreat, the ark; 
Giving her vain excarfion oVr.» 
The difappointed bird once more 

ExplorM the facred bark. 

V. 
Tho' fools fpurn Hymen^s gentle pow'rs, 

We, who improve his golden hours. 

By (weet experience know. 
That marriage rightly underftood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradife below. 

VI. 
Our babes ihall richeft comforts bring. 
If tutor'd right, tjieyll prove a fpring. 

Whence pleafures ever rife : 
We'll form their minds with ftudious car^. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair. 

And train them for the ikies. . 

R z VII. 
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VIL 

While they oar wifeft hours engage; 
Theyll joy our youdi» fuppoit our agcy 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day, . 
And thus our fbndeft loYes reps^, . 

And recompenfe our cares* 

VIII. 
No borrowM joys I they^re all oor own^ 
While to the world we lire unknown. 

Or by the world foigot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your fiate, 
We look with pity on the great. 

And bleis our humUer lot. 

IX, 
Our pordion is not large indeed. 
But then, how little do we need. 

For Nature^s calls are few( 
In this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may fuffice. 

And make that little do. 

X. 
We'll therefore relifh with content 
Whatever kind Providence has fent. 

Nor aim beyond our powV ; 
For" if our ftock be very fmall, 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the prefent hour. 



XI. 
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XI. 

To bereCgn^d, when ills bedde. 
Patient, when favours are deny^d. 

And pleas'd with favours giv*n ; 
Dear Chloe, this is wifdom's part. 
This is that incenfe of the heart ; 

Whofe fragrance fmells to heav*n. 

XII. 
We'll aik no long protradied trea^ 
(Since winter life is fddom fweet ;) 

But when our feaft is 6*ct, 
Grateful from table we'll arife. 
Nor grudge our fons with envious eyes, 
The relicks of our (lore. 

XIII. 
Thus hand in hand thro' life we'll go^ 
Its checkered paths of joy and wo^ 

I 

With cautious fteps we'll tread j 
Quit its vain fcenes without a tear. 
Without a trouble or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead* 

XIV. 
While Confcience, like a faithful friend. 
Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 

Shall, when all other comforts ceafe. 

Like a kind angel whifper peace. 

And finootb the bed of death* 

R 3 PE- 
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T 



T O-M O R R O W, 

Bj ike Same. 

Perewit et Imputantur. 

O-monov, didft dum (ay ! 



Medioiight I keaid Hontio fiqr. To-morrow. 

Go to Iwilliiotlicarof it— — To-momw! 

nis aflurpcr, who ftakes kis pcnorf 

Agaiiift ^7 i^enty who takes diy readj cafli, 

And pajs thee no^it bat wi(hes, hopes, and proniiii:^ 

The cnnenqrof ideots. Injonoos haaknipc. 

That galls the eafy ci ed k or ! Tomonow ! 

It is a period «> where to be fbnnd. 
In all die hoaiy legi fler s of Tune, 
Uidc(s perchance in the fboFs calendar. 
Wiidom difdaims die word, nor holds (bdetf 
WiA thofe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
nris Fancy^s child, and Folly is its father ; 
Wroi^ht of fach ftnff as dreams are ; and baieleis 
As the ^talBc Tifions of the evening. 

Bot fdt, my friend arreft the preient moments \ 

For be aflbred, they all axe arrant tell-tales ; 
Anid dio* their flight be filent, and their path 
Tracklefs, as the wingM couriers' of the air. 
They poft to hcar'n, and there i^cord thy folly. 

Beca^fcj 
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Becaufcy tho' ftation'd on th* importaftt watcks 

Thou, like a fleeping, faithlefs centinel, 

Dldft let them pais tmnoticM, unimproved. 

And know, for that thou fiiimber*dil: otk^egUkd, 

Thou fhalt be made to anfwer at the bar 

For ev'iy fagitive : and when thon tkns 

Shalt (land impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of hood-wink'd Juftice, who fhall tell thy audit ! 

Then flay the prefent inftant, dear Horatio ; 
Imprint the marks of wifdom on ijts wings. 
'Tis of more worth than kingdoms I far more precious 
Than all the crimfon trtafures of life's fountain. 
Oh ! let it not elude thy grafp, but like 
The good dd pajtriarch upon record. 
Hold the fleet angel fs&, until he Uefi thee. ' 



yp)\^ 




On Lord Co beam's Gardens. 

By tie Sami. 

IT puzzles mu^ the fages' brsuns. 
Where Eden flood of yore ; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains^ 
Some fay, it is no more. 

R 4 But 
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Bat Cobham can thefe taleft oonfbte. 

As all the curioas know ; 
For he has prov'd beyond difpate^ 

That paradife is Stow. 

To a Chad of Five Years old. 

Bj the Same. 

FAIREST flow'r, all flowVs excelling. 
Which in Eden's garden grew; 
FlowVs of £ve*s imbower'd dwelling, * 

Are, my Fair-one, types of yon. 
Mark, my Polly, how the rofes 

Emulate thy damaik cheek ; 
How the bud its fweets difclofes. 

Buds thy opening bloom befpeak. 
Lillies are, by plain diredion. 

Emblems of a double kind ; 
Emblems of thy fair complexion. 

Emblems of thy fairer mind. 
But, dear girl, both flowVs and beauty 

BloiTom, fade, and die away; *^ 

Then purfue goodfenfe and doty. 

Evergreens, that ne*er decay. 

Fathff 

f Jlluding to Milton's dejcriftim ofEvis howir. 
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Father Francis's Prayer. 
Written in Lord Westmorland's flermitgge. 

N1^ gay attire, ne marble hall, 
Nc arched roof, ne pidiur'd wall ; 
Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dainty boards 
Bcftow'd with pyes of perigord ; 
Ne power, ne fuch like idle fancies ; 
Sweet Agnes grant to father Francis } 
Let me ne more myfclf deceive ; 
Ne more regret the toys I leave; 
The world I quit, the proud, the vain. 
Corruption's and Ambition^s train ; 
But not the good, perdie nor fair, 
^Gainfl them I make ne vow, ne pray V ; 
But fuch aye welcome to my cell. 
And oft, not always, with me dwell ; 
Then caft, fweet Saint, a circle round. 
And blefs from fools this holy ground ; 
From all the foes to wort)i and truth, 
frgm wanton old« and homely youth ; 

The 
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The gravely dull and perdy gay, ' 
Oh banifh thefe ; and by my fay. 
Right well I ween that in this age. 
Mine houfe ihall prove an hermitage. 

An Infcription on the Cell, 

Beneath thefe mofs-grown roots, this raftick cell. 
Truth, Liberty, Content, feqnefter'd dwell j 
Say yon, who dare oar hermitage difdain. 
What drawing-room can boaft fo fair a train ? 

An Infcription in the Cell. 

Sweet bird that fing*ft on yonder fpray, 
Parfae unharmed thy fylvan lay ; 
While I beneath this breezy (hade. 
In peace repofe my carelefs head ; 
And joining thy enraptured fong, 
Indrufl the world -enamoured throng. 
That the contented harmlefs breaft 
In folitude itfelf is bleft. 
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To the Right Hon. Henry Pelham, Efq; 



T 



H E humble Petition of the worihipfid company 
of Poets and News-writers, 



Shbweth, 

THAT your honour's petitioners (dealers in rhTines, 
And writers of fcandal, for mending the times) 
Py loiTss in bus^nefs, and England^s well-doing, 
Arc funk in their credit, and vefghig on min. 

That thefe, their misfortunes* they humbly cofloiive, 
Arife not fromdulnefs, as fome ^Iks believe. 
But from rubs in their way, that your honour has laid. 
And want of materials to carfy on trade. 

That they always had formM high conceits of their ufc^ 
And meant their laft breath (hou'd go out in abufe ; 
But now (and they fpeak it with forrow and tears) 
Since your honour has fate at the helm of affair s. 
No party will join 'em, no faftion invite 
To heed what they fay, or to read what they write ; 
Sedition, and Tumult, and Difcord are Hed, 

And Slander fcarce ventures to lift up her head 

In fhort, publick buis'nefs is fo carry'd on, 

7hat their country is fav'd, and tlie|>atriots undone. 

Ta 
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To perplex *exn ftill mQre, and fore famine (b bruig 
(Now fatire has loft both its truth and its (ting) 
If, in fpite of their natnres, they hoif le at praii^^ 
Your honour regards not, and nobody pays. 

YOUR Petiticniers therefore moil humbly entreat 
(As the times will allow, and your honour thinks me^) 
That meafures be changed, and fome canfe of complaia 
Be immediately ftimifh*d> to end their refhr^t ; 
Their credit thereby, and their trade to retrieve^ 
T)iat again they may rail, and the nation beliere. 

Or dfe (if yoor wifdom (hall deem it all one) 
Now the parliament's rifing, and bos^nefs is done. 
That yow honoor would pleafe, at this dangerous crifisj 
To take to your bofom a few private yioes, 
Sy which your petitioners, haply, might thrive. 
And keep both themfelves and contention alive. 

In compafSon, good Sir f give 'em fomething to fay. 
And your honour's petitioners ever (hall pray« 
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An O D E 

/ 

Performed in the 

Senate-Houfe at Cambridge Jul/ i, 17499 
At the Inftallation of his Graoe 

Thomas HoLLks Duke of Newcastle, 
Chancellor of the Univeffity. 



*camt erranttm PermeJJi ad Jiutmnm Galium 



j§9nas in Mantes u^ duxerit una fororum 

Vtfuewro PiofH chorus ajfurrexerit omnis. Virgil. 

By Mr. Masok, Fellow of Pembrolce-HalL 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Boyce^ Compofer to his Majeffy. 

I. 

HE R E all thy aaive fires difFufe, Recitative. 

Thoa genuin Britifh Mufe ; 
Hither defcend from yonder orient fky, 
Qoth'd io thy heav*n-wore robe of harmony. 

Com«, 



« •, 
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Atr I; Come, imperial queen of fong ; 

CcHoe wiik aS dkat free4)0fii gncr, 
Wfaidi lifts thee frotn the fervlle throngs 
Who meanly roiinic thy maje(Hc pate i 
That glance of dignity ilivlne. 
Which fpeaks thee of cel^al line ; 
Proclaims thee inmate of the iky. 
Daughter of Jove and Liberty. 

U. .•'•■-.• ■ 
Rtcitati've, The elevated foul, who feels 

Thy awful impulfe, walks the frtfgraiit ways 
Of honeil unpolluted praife : 
He with impartial juftice ^cbIs- 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays : 
He flies above ambition^s low carreer ; 
And nobly thron'd in Truth's meridian fphere> 
Thence, with a bold and heav'ri-direded aim. 
Full on fair Virtue's (brine be pours the rays of fame. 

III. 
Jir II. Godd^fs I thy piercing eye exf4or$f ; 
The radiant range of Beauty's (lores. 
The fteep afcent of pine-dad hiUi* 
The (liver (lope of falling rills. 
Catches each lively-colour'd grace. 
The crimfon of the wood-nymph's fece. 
The verdure of the velvet lawn; 
The purple in the eaftern dawn. 
Or all thofe tints, which rang'd in vivid gjow 
Mark the bold fweep of the celeftial bow. 



[ ^I ] 

IV. 

Batchiefi^liftsliertunefiiltranfportshii^, Rtdigthfei 
When to her intdledual eye 
The mental beauties rife in moral dignity : 
The facred zeal for Freedom^s cauf^ , 
That fires the gjbv^ing Patriot^s biipaft; 
The honeft pridci^ d^t j^umes the Heroes creilf 
When for hit cocmtry> aid the fleicl lie draws ; 

Orthat^ the cadm yet a^ve heat. 
With whidi mild Gemos warms the rages' heait^ 
To lift £ur Science to a loftier feat^ 
Or ftretch to ampler bounds the wide dmuti of art. 
Thefe* the beft bloflbms of die virtooas nmd, Mr L 
She colls with tafte refined ; 
From their ambrofial bloom 
With bee-like (kill ihe draws the rich perftme^ 

And blends the fweets they all oomtf. 
In thefoft balm of her melliflaoss lay. 

V. 
Is there a dime, where all thefebeaiidesnie Ruitative^ 
In one colleded radiance to her eyes ? 
Is there a plain, whofe genial foil inhales 

Glory^s invigorating gales. 
Her brighteft beams where Emulation fpreads, 
Her kindlieft dews where Science fheds. 
Where ev'ry flream of Genius flows. 
Where ev'ry flower of Virtue glows ? 
Thither the Mufe exulting flies. 
There fbe loudly cries 
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tkeru^l. AUhail, aU hail, 

Majeftic Granta ! hail thy awful name 
Dear to the Mafe, to Liberty, to Fame^ 

VI. 
Rscitative. You too, illuftrious Train, (he greets 
Who firid in thefe infpiring feats 
Caaght the bright beams of that astherial fire^ 
Which now' foblimely prompts yoa taafpire 
To deeds of nobleft note : whether to iheild 
Yoa coontry^s liberties, your country^s laws; 

Or in Religion's hallowed caofe 
To hurl the (hifts of reafon.and to weiU 
Thoiie heav'nly-temper'd arms, whoferajHcLfofte 
Arrefts bafe Fatlhood in her iinpioBS conrfe. 
And drives rebellious Vice indignant from the field. 

VII. 
Air IV. A^ now ihe tunes her plaufive fong 
To ypa her fage domeitic throng ; 
Who here, at Learning's ridieft fhrine^ 
Dtfpence to each ingenuous youth 
The treafures of immortal truth> 
And open Wifdom's golden mine. 
"tUcUatl've. Each youth infpir'd by your perfoafive art, 
Clafps the.dear form of virtue to his heart ^ 
And feels in his tranfported foul 
Enthufiailic raptures roll, 
GenVous as thofe the fons of Cecrops caught 
In hoar Lycaeum's fliades from Plato's fire- clad thought. 

VIII. 
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VIII. 

O Granta ! on thy happy plain Air V. 

Still may thcfe Attic glories reign : 
Still mayft thou keep thy wonted ftate. 
In unafFefted grandeur great ; 
Great as at this illuflrious hour, Redtatinti. 

When He, whom George's well-weigh'd choice 
And Albion's gen'ral voice 
'avc lifted to the fairefl heights of pow'r, 
'When He appears, and deigns to ihine 
The leader of thy learned line ; 
nd bids the verdure of thy olive bough 

'Mid all his civic chaplets twine, 
nd add frefh glories to his honor'd brow. 

IX. 
Hafte then, and amply o'er his head jfir VI, 

The graceful foliage fpread ; 
eanwhile the Mufe (hall fnatch the trump of Fame, 
And lift her 1 welling accents high. 
To tell the world that Pelham's name 
dear to Learning as to Liberty. 

The Mufe (hall fnatch the trump of Fame, Full Chorus. 

And lift her fwelling accents high. 

To tell the world that Pelham's name 
dear to Learning as to Liberty. 

Vol, IV. S ODE 
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ODE to an iEOLUS's * Harp. 

Sent to Mils She p HEARD. 

Bj the Sawu, 

YE Sy ma^c lyre ! now all oooipleat 
Thy floider fraine lefpoofive rings, 
Wltile kindred notes with nndnlarion fw^et 
Accordant wake from aU thy Tocai ftrings. 

Go then to har» whofe foft reqneft 

Bad my bleft hands thy form prepaid 
Ah go, and fweedy footh her tender breaft 
With many a warble wiU, and ardefs air. 

For know, fen oft, whilf o'er the mead 

Bright Jane extends her fragrant reign. 
The Fair (hall place thee near her flom^bring head 
To court the gales that cool the fultry plain ; 

Then fhall the Sylphs, and Sylphids bright. 

Mild Genii all, to whofe high care 
Her virgin charms are giv*n, in circling flight 
Skim fportive round thee in the fields of air. 

Some, fluttering 'mid thy trembling fhings. 

Shall catch the rich melodious fpoil. 
And lightly brufh thee with their purple wings 
To aid the Zephyrs in their tuneful toil ; 

♦ This inftrument appears te ha*ve been invented h 
KiRCMER : ^juho has gi*ven a n)iry accurate de/criftien ef it 
in i(// MusuRGiA. Jfter having been negleSed above em 
hundred years , it ^was again accidentally difcrveredby Mr, 
Oswald, See VqL 3. ^. 21 u of this Mi/cellany. 
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Whik others check each ruder gale, 

Expell rough Boreas from the iky, 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die. 

Then, as thy fwelling accents rife. 

Fair Fancy waking at the found. 
Shall paint bright viiions on her raptured eyes. 
And waft her fpirits to enchanted ground. 

To myrtle groves, Elyfian greens, 

'Mid which fome fav'rite youth fhall rove. 
Shall meet, ihall lead her thro^ the glht'ring fcencsj 
And all be mufic, extacy» and love. 

ODE to HEALTH. . 

N»M ifi vivere^ f§d valen^ vita. MartiaI. 

By Mr. DuNCOMBE, Fellow of Corpus ChrliU 

Col. Cambridge. 



H 



I. 

E A L T H ! to thee thy vot'rjr owes 
All the bleHings life befiows. 
All the fweets the fumjner yields. 
Melodious woods, and dover'd fields ; 
By thee he taftes the calm delights 
Of (ludipus days and peaceful nights : 
By thee his eye each fcene with rapture views ; 
The Mufe fhall fing thy gifts, for thejr^infpirc the Mufe. 

S 2 II. 
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II. 

Does increafe of wealth impart 
Tranfports to a bounteous heart ? 
Does the fire with fmiles furvey 
His prattling children round him play ! 
Does love with mutual blufhes (beak 
The fwain^s and virgin^s artlefs cheek ? 
From Health thefe blufhes, fmiles and tranfports flow; 
Wealth, children, love itfelf> to Health their relifh owe. 

III. 
Nymph ! with thee, at early Mom, 
Let me brufh the waving corn ; 
And, at Noon-tide's fultry hour, 
O bear me to the wood-bine bowV ! 
When Evening lights her glow-worm, lead 
To yonder dew-enamel'd mead ; 
And let me range at Night thofe glimmering groves. 
Where Stillnefs ever fleeps, and Contemplation roves. 

IV. 
This my tributary lay. 
Grateful at thy fhrine I pay, 
Wlio for fev'n whole years hafl fhed 
Thy balmy bleflings o'er my head ; 
O! let me ftill enamoured view 
Thofe fragrant lips of rofy hue. 
Nor think there needs th' allay of fharp difeafe. 
To quicken thy repaft, and give it pow'r to pleafe. 

V- 
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V. 
Now by fwifteft Zephyrs drawn. 
Urge thy chariot o'er the l^wn ; 
. In yon gloomy grotto laid, 
* Palemon afks thy kindly aid ; 
If goodnefs can that aid engage, 
O hover round the virtuous fage : 
Nor let one figh for his own fufFrings rife ; 
Each human fuiPring fills his fympathizing eyes. 

VI. 
Venus from -Eneas' fide 
With fuccefsful eftrts try'd 
To extradl th' envenom'd dart. 
That baffled wife lapis' art. 
If thus, Hygeia, thou couldil prove 
Propitious to the queen of love. 
Now on thy favour'd Heberden beflow 
Thy choiceft healing pow'rs, for Pallas afks them now. 

VII. 
What tho', banifh'd from the fight. 
To the hero's troubled fight 
Ranks on ranks tumultuous rofe 
Of fiying friends and conqu'ring foes ; 
He only panted to obtain 
A laurel Wreath for thoufands flain ; 
On nobler views intent, the Sage's mind 
Pants to delight, inilru^, and hamanife mankind. 

S3 A 

♦ Jutbor of Clarijfa, 
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A VERNAL ODE. 

Sent to his Grace the Lord Archbifhop of 
Canterbury, March 12, 1754. 



B 



[By Francis Fawkes, A. M.] 

I. 

RIGHT god of day, whofe genial pOwq: 
Revives the buried feed, 
T'hat fpreads with foliage every bower. 

With verdure every mead. 
Bid all thy vernal breezes fiy, 
DiiFufing mildnefs thro' the iky i 
Give the foft Seafon to our drooping plains, 
Sprinkled with xofy dews, and falutary rains* 

II. 
Enough h^ft Winter's hand fevere 

HurPd all his terrors it>und» 
Chiird the fiiir dawniftg of the year. 

And whiten'd all the ground : 
Give but thy vital beams to play» 
The frozen fcenes will melt away ; 
And, mix d in fprightly dance^ the blooming Hours- 
WiU Vake the drowfy Sprin^^andSpring awake the flowers, 

III. Le^ 
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III. 

Let Health, gay daughter of the flues. 

On Zephyr's wings defcend. 
And fcatter pleaTores as ihe flies 
Where Surry's downs extend ; 
There Herring wooes her friendly power» 
There may fhe all her rofes fhower» 
To heal that fhepherd all her balms employ. 
So will fhe footh our fears, and give a nation joy* 

IV. 
Ah me ! that Virtue's godlike friends 

So foon are daim'd by Fate ! 
Lo ! * Pelham to the grave defcendt. 

The bulwark of the ftate : 
When will fair Truth his equal find 
Among the befl of human-kind ? 
Long be the fatal day with mourning kept ! 
Augustus figh'd fincere, and all the worthy wept. 

V. 
Thy delegate, kind heaven, reflore 

To health, and fafely keep ; 
Let good Augustus figh no more. 

No more the worthy weep : 
And flill upon the royal head 
The riches of thy bleffing fhed : 
Eflablifh'd with his connfellors around. 
Long be his profp'rous reign, and all with gloiy crownM. 

* nt Right Honourable Homy Ftlbam^ E/^i died on the 
itho/ March 1754. 
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An AUTUMNAL ODE. 



By the Same* 

I. 

XT E T once more, glorious god of day, 
-■• While beams thine orb ferene, 
O let me warbling court thy flay 

To gild the fading fcene ! 
Thy rays invigorate the Spring, 
Bright Summer to perfection bring. 
The cold, inclement days of Winter chear. 
And make th^ Autumnal months the mildeft of the year. 

II. 

Ere yet the ruflet foliage fall, 

111 climb the mountain's brow. 
My friend, my Hayman, at thy call. 

To view the fcene below : 
How fweetly pleafing to behold 
Forefts of vegetable gold ! 
How mix'd the many checkered fliades between 
"The tawny mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green? 

III. How 
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III 

How fplendid all the Iky ! how ftill ! 

How mild the dying gale ! 
How foft the whifpers of the rill 

That winds along the dale ! 
So tranquil Nature's works appear. 
It feems the Sabbath of the year ; 
As if, the Summer's Labour pafl, (he chole 
This feafon*s fober calm for blandifhing repofe. 

IV. 
Such is of well-fpent life the time. 

When bufy days are paft, 
Man verging gradual from his prime^ 

Meets facred Peace at laft : 
His flowery Spring of pleafures o>r. 
And Summer's fiill- blown pride no more. 
He gains pacific Autumn, meek and bland. 
And dauntlefs braves the ftroke of Winter's palfy'd hand. 

V. 
For yet a while, a little while. 
Involved in wint'ry gloom. 
And lo ! another Spring (hall fmile, 

A Spring eternal bloom ; 
Then (hall he (hine, a glorious gueft. 
In the bright manfions of the bleU, 
Where due rewards on Virtue are bcftow'*d. 
And reap the golden fruits of what his Autumn fow^'d. 

A 
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SONG, 

I. 

Aw AY, let nought to love difpleafin^ 
My Winifreda, move thy fear. 
Let nought delay the heav'nly bleffing. 
Nor fqueami(h pride, nor gloomy care. 

ir. , 

What tho' no grants of royal donors 

With pompous titles grace oar bloody 
We^tl ihine in more fiibflantial honours. 

And to be noble we'll be good. 

HI. 

l^bat tho* from Fortnne^s lavi(h bounty^ 

No mighty treafores we poflefs, 
We'H find within oar pittance plenty. 

And be content without ezcefs. 

IV. 
Still (hall each kind returning feafoii> 

Sufficient for oar wilhes give, 
for we will live a life of reafon. 

And that's the only life to live. 

V. 
Our name, whilft virtue thus we tender. 

Shall fweetly found where'er *tis fpoke. 
And all the great ones much ihall wonder. 

How they admire fuch little folk. 

VI. 
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VI. 

Thro' youth and ag6 ift love excelling. 

We'll hand in hand together tread. 
Sweet fmiling Peace (hall crown our dwelling, 

And babes, fweet fiAiUng babes our bed. 

VIL 
How Ihould I love the pretty creatures, 

Whilft round my knees they fbndly clang. 
To fee 'em look their mother's features. 

To hear 'em lifp their mother's tongue. 

VIII. 
And when with enVy time tratifported 

Shall think to rob us of our joys. 
You'll in your girls again be courted. 

And I go wooing in my boys. 




The GENIUS. 

^n ODE, written in 17 17, on occafion of tb« 
Duke of Marlborough's Ap<^lexy, 

I. 

AWFUL hero, Marlbro' rife i 
Sleepy charms I come to break % 
Hither turn thy languid eyes : 
{.Q ! thy Genius calls; awake ! 

n. 
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n. 

Well furvey this faithful plan. 

Which records thy life's great ftory ; " 
Tis a (horty but crowded fpan. 

Full of triumphs, full of glory. ' 

in. 

One by one thy deeds review : 

Sieges, battles, thick appear ; 
Former wonders, loft in new, 
^ Greatly fill each pompous year. 

IV. 
This is Blenheim^s crimfon field. 

Wet with gore, with flanghter ftain'd ! 
Here retiring fquadroQs yield. 
And a bloodlefs wreath is gained f 

V. 
Fonder in thy godlike mind 

All the wonders thou haft wrought ; 
Tyrants, from their pride declin'd. 
Be the fubjeft of thy thought ! 

VI. 
Reft thee here, while life may laft : 
Th' utmoft blifs, to man allowed. 
Is to trace his adlions paft. 

And to own them great and good. 

VII. 

But 'tis gone a mortal born ! 

Swift the fading fcenes remove— 
Let them pafs with noble fcorn. 
Thine are worlds, which roll above. 
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VIIL 
Poets, prophets, heroes, kings, 

Pleas'd, thy ripe approach forefee ; 
Men, who aded wondVoas things, 

Tho' they yield in fame to thee. 

IX. 
Foremoft, in the patriot-band. 

Shining with diftinguifhM day. 
See, thy friend, Godolphin (land ! 

See ! he beckons thee away. 

X. 
Yonder feats and fields of light 

Let thy ravifh^d thought explore ; 
Wifhing, panting for thy flight ! 

Half an angel ; man no more. 

Translations from Horace, 

By Mr. Marriott, of Trinity-Hall, Cambridge. 
Book I. Ode XVII. Invitation to his Miftrefs. 

OF T Faunus leaves Arcadia's plain. 
And to the Sabine hill retreats : 
He guards my flocks from rufhing rain. 
From piercing winds, and fcorching heats. 

Where 
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Where lurks the thyme, ©r fliruts apptfai** 

My wanton kids fecarely play ; 
My goats no poisonous ferpent fear. 

Safe wand'riag through the woodlajf cl ws^. 

No hollile wolf the fold ilivades ; 

Uftica^s pendent rocks raboond 
My fong ; and all th^ fylVaa ihadel. 

By Echo taiij^ht| r«tura the £biuul. 

The gods my verfe propitious hear. 
My head from every danger fhield : 

For you, overflows the bounteous yeftr> 
And Plenty*s horft hath keap*d my fitM# 

Refponfive to the Teian firing. 

Within the fun-defended rale. 
Here, foftly warbling you fhall fing 

Each tender, tuneful, am'rous tale. 

No rival, here, fhall burft the bands 
That wreathe my charmer*s beauteous h&p. 

Nor {^izA her weakly fbruggling hands ; 
But Love and Horace guard the fair. 






Ode 
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Ode VI. Book 11. Imitated^ 

BE VIL» that vndk yosr friend would roaMf 
Far from your England^s happier home^ 
Should e*er the Fates that frieod detaia 
In gayer France^ or graver SpaiA. 

Know, all my wiih is to retreat. 
When age ihall quench my youthful keat; 
In Kentiih (hades fweet peace to find. 
And leave the fons of care behind. 

But ihould this pleaiing ho]^ be vain. 
May I fair Windfor^s feat attain. 
Where Leddon^s gentle waters gHde, 
And flocks adorn its flowery fide. 

Sweet groves, I love your filent fhades. 
Your ruifet lawns, and opening glades. 
With fam'd Italians plains may Vie 
Your fertile fields, and healthful Iky* 

Here, let our eve of life be fpcnt; 
Here, friend (hall live with friend content: 
Here, in cold earth my limbs be laid ; 
And here, thy generous tear be paid. 



Ho^k 
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Book II. Ode XII. Tranflated. 

TH £ wars of Numanda and Hannibal dire. 
On land, or on ocean the fighting. 
If zcenasy ne^er fuited my peaceable lyre« 
In fubjedU much fofter delighting. 

Tea love not of centaurs embattled to hear. 
Nor of ^antSy a tale of fuch wonder. 

Who (hook all the flues, made Jupiter fear. 
Till drove by Alcides and thunder. 

In profe, my good patron, .much nobler you write. 
As your topic than thefe is much better. 

How Caefar with glory can govern and fight. 
And lead haughty kings in his fetter. 

Alone my gay Mufe of Licinnia would fing. 
The conftant, good-natur'd, and pretty. 

So graceful to dance with the maids in a ring. 
So fpar^ing, fo merry, and witty. 

While you play with her hair, that is carelefsly curPd, 
While this way, now that way (he twitches. 

Of your teazing fo kindly complaining, no world 
Could bribe for one lock with its riches. 



Thus 
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Thus bleft with the nymph, how tranfporting the JQ/ ! 

Who whimfical, wanton, amufes; 
Who pleaiingly forward, or prettily coy> 

Oft fnatches the kifs (he refafesw 

To a LADY making a Pin Baiket. 

By the Same. 

WHILE objeds of a parentis care 
With joy your fond attention (hare. 
Madam, accept th* aa^idoas ibrain ; 
Nor rife your beauteous work in vain. 
Oft* be your fecond race furveyM, 
And oft* a new pin baiket made. 

When marriage was in all its glory, 
So poets, madam, tell the itory, 
Ere Plutus damped love's purer flame. 
Or Smithfield bargains had a name. 
In heaven a blooming youth and bride 
At Hymen's altars were ally'd ; 
When Cupid had his Pfyche won. 
And, all her deftin'd labours done. 
The cruel Fates their rage relented. 
And mama Venus had confented. 

At Jove's command, and Hermes' call. 
The train appear'd to fill the hall. 
And gods, and goddefTes were dreft. 
To do them honour, in their befi. 
Vol. IV. T The 
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TKe little rogaes now pafs'd th^ rowy 
And look'd, and mov'd I don't Jpow how. 
And, ambling hand in hand, appear. 
Before the mighty thnnderer. 
Low at his throne they bent the knee ; 
He (inil'd the blaftung pair to fee^ 
Lay'd his tremendous bolt afide, 
' And ftrok'd their cheeks, and kifsM the bride. 
Says Jan(^ ^ce oar Jove's (o kind» 
My dears, fome prefent I muft find. 
In greatefl pleafures, greateft dangers. 
We and ike fex were never fh-angers ; ^ 
With bonnteoas hand my gifb I fpread 
Predding o'er the marriage bed. 
Soon, for the months are on die wing, 
To you a danghter fair I bring. 
And know, from this your nuptial mora 
Shall Pleafdre, fmiling babe, be bom^ 
But for the babe we muft prepare ; 
That toa (hall be your Juno's car^ 
Apollo, front his golden lyre. 
Shall firft afiift us with the wire i 
Vulcan (hall make the filver pin^ 
The baiket thus we (hall begin. 

Where we may put the child's array. 

And get it ready by the day. 

The nymphs themfelves with floyers (haH dre(i it* 

Pallas (hall weave^ and I will blefs it* 

Captain 
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Captain C tJ P I D. 

By tBt B^tm. 

ER S T, in Cy tliera*s iACvtA iliade. 
When Venus dafp'd the god of war^ 
The laaghing loves around them play*d. 
One bore the dueldy and one die fpear. 

The Ikde warriors Cupid led, 
The'fhining baldric grac'd his breaft. 
The mighty helmet o'er his head 
Noded its formidable creft. 

Hence oft\ to win (bme flubbom maid» 
Still does the wanton God afTume 
The martial air, the gay cockade. 
The fword, the flioulder^knot and plome. 

Phyllis had long his power ^efy'd, 

Refoly'd her conqoefts to maintain ; 
His fraidefs art each poet try'd : 
Each fhepherd tun'd his pipe in vain. 

Till C«pid came, a captain bold : ^ . 

Of trenches and of palifadoed 

He talk'd ; and many a ule he told 

Of battles, and of ambufcadoes. 

T z How 



/ 
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How oft' his godihip had been drank ; 
What melting maids he had undone ; 
How oft' by night had ftorm'd a punk. 
Or bravely beat a faucy dun. 

He fwore, drank, whor'd, fang, danc*d witb ipiri^ 

And o'er each piea£ng topic ran. 

TiU PhyUis iigh'd, and own'd his mei% 

The Captain's fore a charming man. 

Ye bards, on verfe let Phcebns doo^ 
Ye ihepherds, leave your pipes to Pai^ 
Nor verfe nor pipe will Phyllis note. 
ThcCaptainisthcckarmingnun. ,_ ^ 




ODE on Ambition. 

By th Same^ 

TH £ mariner, when £rft he fails. 
While his bold oars the fparkling forface fweep^ 
With new delight, tranfported hails 
The blue expanded ikies, and level deep. 

Such young Ambition's Fearlefs aim, 
Pleas'd with the gorgeous fcene of wealth and power. 

In the gay mom of early fame. 
Nor thinks of evening's ftorro, and gloomy hour. 

Life's 
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Lifers opening views bright charms reveal. 
Feed the fond wifh, and fan the youthful fire. 

But woes unknown thofe charms conceal. 
And fairillufions cheat our fierce defire. 

There Envy (hows her fuUen mien. 
With changeful colour, grinning fmiles of hate. 

There Malice ftabs, with rage ferene ; 
In deadly filence, treacherous Friendfhips wait. 

High on a mountain's lofty brow. 
Mid clouds and ftorms, has Glory fix'd her feat ; 

Rocked by the roaring winds that blow, . * 

The lightnings blafl it, and the tempefts beat. 

Within the fun-gilt vale beneath. 
More moderate Hope with fweet Contentment dwells. 

While gentler breezes round them breathe. 
And fofter fhowers refrefh their peaceful cells. 

To better genius ever blind. 
That points to each in varied life his (hare, 

Man quits the path by heaven defign'd. 
To fearch for blifs, among the thorns of care. 

Our native powers we fcom to know ; 
With fledfaft error flill the wrong purfue ; 

In(lru6t our forward ills to grow ; 
While fad fucceHes but our pain renew. 

T 3 In 
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In vain heaven ttmpcn life with fweet. 
With flowers the way> that leads us home, befirewsy 

If dapes to paflion, and deceit. 
We drink the bitter, and the ragged chafe. 

Few can on Grandeur^s ftage appear. 

Each lofty part with true applaafe fuflain. 

No common virtue fafe can fteer. 
Where rocks unnumbered lurk beneath the msdn. 

Then hapjueft he, whofe timely hand 
To cool Difcretion has the helm reiign'd ; 

Enjoys the calm, in fight of land. 
From changing tides fecure, and traiUefs wind. 




^VP>'. 



ODE to FANCY. 

By the Same. 

I. 

GILDING with brighter beams the vemal ikies^ 
Now haftes the car of day to riie. 
Youth, and Mirth,, and Seauty Icada 
In golden reins the fprightly fteeds. 
With wanton Love that rolls his fparkling eyes. 

Mor- 
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Morpheus, no more 
Thy poppies, cropt on Lcthe*s msrgttif (hed 
Around thy languid poet's head. 

Thou drowfy god, 
Tis time to break thy leaden rod. 
And give thy flitiHbers o*er. 
But come, thou woodland Nymph, along, 
Miftrefs of the vocal fong. 
Fancy, ever fair and free ; 
Whether on the mountains flraying, 
Or on beds of lofes playing. 
Daughter of fweet Liberty. 

II. 
Through all the ity-drcled cave 
Soft mufic at thy birth was heard to found* 

The graces danc'd thy bower' around. 
And gently dipt diee in the filver wave. • 
With blolfoms fair thy cradle dreft. 
And rocked their fmiling babe to reft. 
To kifs thy lips, the bees, a murmuring throng. 

With bufy wings, unnumberM flew j 
For thee, from every flower their tribute drew. 
And lulled thy flufljbers with an airy fong. 

Come, in thy heav'nly-wovcn vcft. 
That Iris' hand has ting'd in every dye. 
With which ftie paints the fky. 
Flowing o'er thy zonelefs breaft. 

T 4 III. Me 
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m. 

Me, fweet enchand-efsy deign to bear 
O'er the feas, and through the air; 
0*er the plains extended wide. 
O'er mifty hills, and corling clouds we ride $ 

Now mounting high, now finking low. 
Through hail andrain, and vapours go ; 
Wheie is treafur'd op the foow : 
Where fleeps the thunder in its cell ; 

Where the fwift-wing'd light'nings dwell ; 
Or where the blufl'ring ftonns are taught to blow. 

Now tread the milky way ; 
Unnumber'd worlds that float in xther fpy. 
Among the glittering planets ftray» 

To the lunar orbit fly. 
And mountains, fliores, and ieas defcry. 
Now catch the muflc of the (pberes ; 
Which, flnce the birth of time. 
Have, in according chime. 
And fair proportion, rolling round. 
With each diviner found 
Attentive Silence, pierc'd thy lift'ning ears ; 
Unheard by all, but thofe alone 
Whom to wifdom's fecret throne 
The mufe, with heav'n-taught guidance, deigns to brings 
To trace the facred patjhs with hallowed feet ; 
Or, Fancy, who the myflic fliade. 
In thy airy car, pervade. 
Where PJato's raptur'd fpirit holds its folemn feat. 
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IV. 
Bat, Fancy, downward urge thy flight. 

On fome mountain's towering height ; 
With hoary frofts eternal crowned, ' 
Rapt with dufky vapours round. 
Let me fix my ftedfall feet. 
I feel, I feel the fanning gales ; 
The wat*jy mills beneath retreat. 
The noontiderray now darts its heat. 
And pours its glories o*er the vales. 
Glittering to the dancing beams, . 
Urging their flubborn way the rocks among, 
I hear, and fee a thoufand ilreams 
Foam, and roar, and rufh along. 
But to the plains defcended. 
Their fudden rage is ended. 
Now loft in deep recefs of darkfome bowers. 
Again now fparkling through the meads 

Veiled foft with vernal flowers, 
Refleding the majeftic towers. 
Its peaceful flood the roving channel leads. 

There the rural cots are feen, 
From whofe low roof the curling finoke afcends^, 
And dims with blueifli volumes all the green. 
There fome foreft far extends 
Its groves embrowned with lengthenM fliade ; 
Embofom'd where fome Gothic feat. 

Of monardu once retreat ; 

In 
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In wiki magnificeace anmy^d. 
The pride 6t staitenc tioKs pfffautt^ 
And lifts, in ccMHn^ Ur^]Ai^'d^ 
Its {on-refteaing biltdements. 

Near, fome imperial city ieem^ ti> i«i^» 

Triumphant o'er ^ (ob^ft land > 

Widi domes of art YitmviaB otMmM. 

See gleam hor gilded fpires arocuQkV 

Her gates in awfid grandeur ftand. 
Eqoal to fhine in pence or warfnfiahtf 

Her m^hty bdwzric&threat the j^ain 
Widi many a work of death, and armed monad. 
Where rolls her wealthy river deep and wide. 

Tall groTes of crowded mafts arife ; 

Their dreamers waving to the ikies. 

The banks are white with fwelling fails. 

And diftant reflels ftem the tide 
Circling through pendant di^, and watery ddes« 
The mflet Inlls, the valleys green beneath. 

The fallows brown, and dufky heath. 

The yellow corn, empurpled vine. 

In union foft their tints combine. 

And, Fancy, all engage thine eye 
With a fweet variety. 

While clouds the fleeting doods porfue. 

In mutual ihade, and mutual light. 

The changing landfcape meets the fight i^ 
*Till the ken no more can view ; 
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And heaven appears to ineet tke groofid s 
The riftng lands^ and azure dUtance dn>WB'd 

Amid the gay horizon's golden bound. 

VI. 
Such are the fcencs that oft* invite 
Tofeedthee, Fancy, with delight. 
All that nature can create. 
Beauteous, awfU, new and great, 
Sweet enthufiaft, is thy treafure. 
Source of wonder, and of pleafure ; 
Every fenfe to tranfport winning. 
Still unbounded and beginning. 
Then, Fancy, fpread thy wings again; 
Unlock the caverns of the main. 
Above, beneath, and all around : 
Let the tumbling billows fpread; 
'Till the coral floor we tread. 
Exploring all the wealth that decks the realms profound s 
* There, gather gems that long have glowed 
In the vaft, unknown abode. 
The jafper vein'd, the faphire blue. 
The ruby bright with crimfon hue, . 
Whatever the bed refplendent paves. 
Or decks the glittering roofs on high. 
Through whofe tranflucent arch are feen the rolling waves. 
Fancy, theie fhall da^ thy veil. 
With thefe thy lovely brows be dreft. 
In QYcry gay, and various dye. 

But 
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But bark !— — >the feas bcgm to roar. 
The whirling winds aflkalt my ear, 
Tbe lowering dorms around appear^ 
Fancy, bear me to the (hore. 

There in thy realms^ bright goddeis, ddgn. 
Secure to fix thy votary's feet : 
O give to follow oft* tby train i 
Stitt with accttftomM lay thy power to greets 
To dwell with Peace^ and fport with thee. 
Fancy, ever &ir and free. 

On the Death of a Lady's OwL 

^ I "^ H E Owl expires 1 death gave the dreadful wdrd, 

' j1 ^ And lovely Anna weeps her favVite bird. 

Ye feathered choir in willing throngs repair 

And footh the forrows of the melting fair ; 

In founds of woe the dear-departed greet. 

With cyprefs ftrew, ye doves, the green retreat ; 

The fateful raven tolls the pafling bell. 

The folemn dirge be fung by Philomel ; 

Sir Chantidear, a chief of hardy race. 

Shall guard from kites and daws, the facred place. 

With your juft tears a bard fhall mix his own. 

And thus, in artlefs verfe, infcribe the ftone. 

EPI- 
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EPITAPH. 

INterr'd witkin this Tittle fpaoe 
The bird of wifdom lies ; 
Learn hence, how vdn is er'iy grace. 
How firoidefs to be wife. 



Can mortal flop die aim of Death 
Who ne*er companion knew ? 

He * Venns^ lover robbed of bxcadi» 
He, Annans darling flew. 

Ah happy bird, to raife thoTe iighs 
Which man could ne'er obtain ! 

Ah happy bird, to cloud thoie eyes 
That fir'd each kneeling fwaia ! 

Thnce blefs'd thy life, her joy, her Uiis, 
Thrice blefsM thy happy doom ; 

She gave thee many a melting kifs. 
She wept upon thy tomb. 



* Admhi 






Ao 
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An Addreis to his EIbow<hair» 

Fj the laie Wic Somehvile, E/qi Jmtbfr of the Cbace. * 

MV dear companion, and ray fiudMlMoidf 
If Orpheus taught the liftening oaks to bend; 
If ftones and rabbUh, at Ainphion*s ciAl, ^ 
Danc'd into fbrm> and boilt die TlielMut wnH^i 
Why (hould*ft not tbeu attend my konMe ]«yt» 
And hear my grateful harp reibond diy ptaile \ 

True, thou art fpruce and fine, a very bean ; 
But what are trappings, and external fliow f 
To real worth alone I make my covrt ; 
Knaves are my fcom, and coxcombs are my (port. 

Once I beheld thee far Icfs trim and gay ; 
Ragged, disjointed, and to worms a prey i 
The fafe retreat of every lurking noii(e; 
Derided, ihun'd; the lumber of my honfe f 
Thy robe, how changed from what it was before ? 
Thy velvet robe, which plcas'd my fires of yore f 
''Tis thus capricious Fortune wheels us round v 
Aloft we mount — then tumble to the ground. 
Yet grateful tben^ my condancy I prov'd ; 
I knew thy worth ; my friend in rags I lov'd ! 

Ilor'd 

♦ Written toivarth the cUfe of Mr, SomervileV /f/k. 
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IlovM thee, m9n; nor, like a courtier, fpam'd 
My behefadtor, when the tide Was tutiiM. 

lyith confdoas (hame, yet frankly, I confds. 
That in my yoathfbl days^-^I Unw'A jthee k£i. 
Where ranity, where pleafiire call'd, I ilrayM ; 
And eirery wayward a{^)etite obeyM« 
But fage expo-ience taught me how to prize 
Myieif ; and how, this wprid. Ihe bade mc rift 
To nobler flights, r^gardleft of a fzce 
Of fadiotts emmets ; ppinted wher? to pl^oe 
My blifs, and lodg'd me in thy foft embrace. 

Here on thy yielding down I lit fecure ; 
And, patiently, what hea^'a h9s Cent, ea4^V« • 
From all the futile cases of bufinefs free) - 
Vfotfind of life, but yet content tp if/ 
Here mark the fleeting hours ; regret the p^ft ; 
And ferionily prepare, to mee( the laft. 

So fafe on fliore ^ penfloii*d faUor lies $ 
And all the malice of the florm defies : 
With eaie of body blell, and peace of miiid. 
Pities the relti^s crew he left bebtud ; 
Whilft, in his cell, he meditates alone 
On his great voyage^ to the world unkupwn. 



\ 



SONGw 
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SONG. 



By the Same. 

AS o'er Afteria*s fields I rove^ 
The blifsful feat of peace and Iovr» 
Ten thoafand beauties round me rife, 
An^ mingle pleafnre with furprize« 

By nature bleft in every part. 
Adorned with erery grace of art. 
This paradife of blooming joys 
Each raptured fenfe, atonce, employs. 

ir 

But when I view the radiant queen. 
Who formed this fair enchanting fcene ; 
Pardon ye grots f ye cryftal floods ! 
Ye breathing flow'rs ! ye Ihady woods ! 

Your coolnefs now no more invites i 
No more your murmuring ftream delights ; 
Your fweets decay, your verdure's flown | 
My fouFs intent on her alone. 

Written 
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O D £ to a Friend wounded in a Duel. 



H 



O W long (hall tyrant Cafbm bind 
In flavifh chains the human mind ? 
tiow long (hall falfe fantaftic Honour draw 
The vengeful fivord^ with fury fell. 
And rancVous Malice dark as hell> 
In fpight of Reafon's rule, and Nature's eldeft law ? 

Too many gallant youth s have Ued ; 
Too much of Britiih blood been (hed 
By Briton's fwords, and that foul monger's laws : 
Youths that might elfe have nobly dar'd ; 
More glorious wounds and dangers ihar*d 
]Por Britain*8 juft defence^,, and virtue's injured ^ufe* 

So when the fierce Cadmean youth 
Sprung from the dragon's venom*d toothy 
Eacli chief arofe in ihining armour dreft ; 
With rage infpir'd> the furious band 
Soon found a ready foe at hand» 
And plung'd the pointed fteel each in a brother's breaft. 

Has Britain then no other foes» 

That thus her fons their lives expoTe 
To private war, and feuds, and civil fray ? 

Does Spain infult her flag no more ? 

Does Lewis yet his thoughts give o'er 
Of nijiverfal rule> and arbitrary fway ? 
Vcuu. IV. U •Tis 



[ 3o6 ] 

Tis Britons* to fapport the law i 
*Tis theirs imbidoiis kings to awe. 
And equal rights of empire to maintain. 
For this oar fathers, brave and ftout. 
At Aginconrt and Cre£^ fboght, r^^ 

And heapM famM BlenheimV field with mountains of the 

p How will the Gallic monarch (mJlc^ 
To fee the fons of Albion*s ifle 
Their country's blod with rathlefs weapons drain f 
Themfelves avenge the glorious day 
When Marlb'rongh fwept whole hofts awajr^ 
And fent the frighted Danube purple to the mainf 

O fay» in this ing^orioos ffa4fe 
Thy arm had robbed thy friend of life. 
What pangs, what angnifh had thy bofom proved ^ 
How hadft thou carsM the cruel deed. 
That caos'd the gallant youth to bleed. 
Pierced by diy guilty fword, and flain by him he lov'd ? 

How did the fair Maria blame 
. Thy high-bred fpirif s eagar flame. 
That courting danger flighted her foft love ? 
Far other wreaths for thee (he twin'd ; 
Far other cares for thee defign'd ; 
And for the lawrel ccown, the myrtle chaplet wove. 
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If not for her*8, for Britain's fake. 
Forbear thy precious life to ftake ; 
lior taint thy honour with fo foul a deed« 
One day thy country may reqmre 
Thy gallant arm and martial fire : 
Then may'il thou bravely conquer, or as bravely bleed* 

O D E to NIGHT. 

T^ H £ bufy carea of day are done 2 
' In yonder Weftenv cloud the fun, 
Now fets, in other worlds to rife. 
And glad with light the nether ikies. 
With lingering pace the parting day retires. 
And ilowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded ipires. 

Yon azure doud, enrobed with white. 

Still (hoots a gleam of fainter light : 

At length defcends a browner (hade ; 

At length the glim*ring obje£ls fade : 
Till all fubmit to Night's impartial reign. 
And undiftinguiih'd darknefs covers all the plain* 

No more the ivy-crowned oak 

Refounda beneath the wood-man's (broke. 

Now filence holds her fdemn fway ; 

Mute b each bu(h, and ^'ry fpray : - 
Nought but t&e found of murmuring rills is heard. 
Or from the moulding towV, Nigut's folitairv bird. 
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Hail (acred hoor of peacefiil reft ! 

Of pow*r to duufm tht troubled breaft f 

By thee the capthre flave obtains 

Short refpite from his galling pains ; 
Nor fighs for liberty, nor nathre foil ; 
Bat for a while forgets hirchains, and fultry toil.^ 

No horrors haft thon in thy train. 

No fcorpion laih, no danking chain. 

When the pale murderer roond him fpits 

A thouiand grifly forms- arifi^ 
When ihrieks and groans aroafe his palfy*d fear, 
*Tis guilt alarms his foul, and confdence wounds hU ear. 

i 

i 

The village fwain whom Phillis charms, 

Whofe breaft the tender paftion warms, 

Wiihes for thy dl-fhadowing veil. 

To tell the fair his lovefick tale : 
Nor lefs impatient of the tedious d^y. 
She longs to hear lus tale, and figh her foul away. 

Oft by the covert of thy fhade 

LeandeH woo^d the Thracian maid ; 

Through foaming feas his paflion bore. 

Nor fear*d die ocean^s thnndVing roar. 
The confdous virgin ft'om the fea-girt towV 
Hung out d)« faithful torch to guide him to her bow*r. 

•ft 
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Ofi at thy filent hour the fage 

Pores on t]ie fair inftru£iive pagei 

Or wrapt in maiings deep, his foul 

Mounts a6Uve to the Harry pole : 
There pleased to range the realms of eadlefi night. 
Numbers the ftars, or marks the comet^s devious light. ] 

Thine is the hour of converfe fweet. 

When fprightly wit and reafon meet : 

Wit, the fair bloflbm of the mind. 

But fairer ftill with reafon joined. 
Such is the feaft thy fodal hours afford. 
When eloquence and Granville join the friendly board. 

GnANViLLB, whofe poliihM mind is fraught 

With all that Rome or Greece e^er taught ; 

Who pleafes and infbuds the ear. 

When he aiTumes the entices chair. 
Or firom the Staoyrite or P^^ato draws 
The arts of civil life, thefpint ofthelaws. 

« 

O let me often thus employ 

The hour of mirth and fodal joy ! 

And glean from Granville's learned flore 

Fair fcience and true wifdom^s lore. 
Then will I llill implore thy longer ftay^ 
Nor change thy feftive hours for funlhine and the day. 

U 3 Written 
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Written upon leaving a Friend's Houfe in Wales 

Bj the Rev. Dr. M. 

TH E winds were loud, the cloods deep-hang; 
And dragged their fweepj trains along 
The dreaiy mountain's fide; 
When, fit>in the hill, one look to throw 
On Towy's rambling flood below, 
I tnm'd my horfe and iigh'd. 

Bat foon the gofls of fleet and hail 
Flew thick acrofs the darken'd vale. 

And blorr^d the hjoc of day : 
Forlorn and fad, I jogg'd along ; 
And tho' Tom cry'd, " Yoa're going wrong,'' 

Still wanderM fionk my way. 

TTic fccnes, which once my fancy took. 
And my aw'd mind with wonder fbruck, 

Pafs'd anregarded, all ! 
Nor black Trecarris' fteepy height. 
Nor wafte Trecaftle gave delight ; 
" Nor clamorous Hondy's fall. 

Did die bleak day then give me pain ? 
The driving fnow, or pelting rain. 

Or iky with tempefis fraught ? 
No ! thefe unheeded ragM around : 
Nought in them fo much Mine I found. 

As claimed one wandering thought. 

3 '^ 
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Far other cares engrofs'd my mind • 
Cares for the joys I left behind. 

In * Newton's happy groves f 
Yet not becaufe its woods difclofe 
Or grots or lawns more fweet than thoTii 

Which Pan at noon-day loves ; 

But that, befide its focial hearth 
Dwells every joy, which youthful mirth 

Or ferious age can claim : 
The man too whom my foul firH knew. 
To virtue and to honour true ; 

And friendihip's facred name. 

O Newton, could thefe penfive lays 
Jn worthy numbers fcan thy prai(e. 

Much gratitude would fay ; 
But that the mufe, ingenuys maid. 
Of flattery feems fo much afraid, 

She^ll fcarce hw iluty pay. 

Brecknock, 06t. 16. 1749. 

Dennis Co Mr. Thomson, 
ffTfO had procured him a Benefit Nigbtp. 

R£fle£Ung on thy worth, mcthinkslfind 
Thy various Seafons in their author^'s mind. 

U 4 Spring 

♦Newton is the nam of a feat belonging to Sir John Price- 
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Spring frpt$ her bloiTomSy various as thy mufc^ 
And» like thy foft compafiiony iheds her dews. 
Sammer's hot drooght in thy expreifion glows* 
And o*er each page a tawny ripeneis throws. 
Antiiinn*s rich firoits th' inftroded reader gains. 
Who taftes the meaning porpofe of thy firains. 
Winter— —bot that no femblance takes from thee : 
That hoary feafon yields a type of me. 
Shattered by timers bleak ftorms I withering lay, 
Leaflefi, and whitening in a cold decay ! 
Yet ihall my propleG iry, pale and bent, 
Bleis the ihort fonfliine which thy pity lent« 

SONG. 1753. 
I. 

How eafy was Colin, how blithe and how gay ! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how fprighdy his lay ! 
So graceful her form, fo accompliihM her mind. 
Sore pity, he thooght, with focb charms mnft be j<Mn'd ! 

II. 
Whenever ihe danc'd, or whenevei' fhe fung. 
How juft was her motion, how fweet was her tongue ! 
And when the youth told her his paffionate flame. 
She allowed him to fancy her heart felt the (ame. 

Ill Witk 
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III. 

With ardour he prcfs'd her to think him fincer^. 
But alas I fhe redoubled each hope and each fear ; 
She would not deny, nor fhe would not approve. 
And ihe neither refused him, nor gave him her love. 

IV. 
Now chearM by complacence, now froze by dirdaj% 
He languifhM for freedom* but languifh'd In vsdn: 
TiU Thyrfis, who pity'd fo helplefs a flave, 
£as*d his heart of its pain by the counfel he gave* 

V. 
Forfake her, faid he, and rejeft her a while; 
If fhe love you, (he foon will return with a fmilet 
You can judge of her paffion by abfence alone. 
And by abfence will conquer her heart or — ^your ows.' 

VI. 

This advice he purfu'd ; but the remedy proved 

Too fatal, alas ! to the fair one he lov'd ; 

Which cur*d his own paffion, but left her in vaia 

To figh for a heart fhe could never regain. 

I. S. H. 

The BULFINCH in Town. 
By a Lady of^aUiy. 

HARK to the blackbird's pleaiing note : 
Sweet ufher of the vocal throng ! 
Nature diredb his warbling note. 
And all that hear» admire the fong. 



i 
/ 
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ItwC biA-finchy with unraryM tone, ^ 
Of cadence harfh, and accent dtaiSl, 

Has brighter plumage to attone 
For want of harmony and fkilL 

Yety difcontent with nature^s boon. 
Like man, to mimick art he flies ; 

Ob opera-pinions hoping (bon 
Unrival'd he fhall monnt the fides. 

And while, to pleafe Tome conrtly fur. 
He one dull tune with labour learns, 

A well-^lt cage remote from air. 
And faded plumes, is all he earns t 

Go, haplefs captive f flill repeat 
The founds which nature never taught; 

po, liftening fair ! and call them fweet, 
Becaufe you know them dearly bought. 

Unenvy'd both ! go hear and fing 
Your fludyM muiick o'er and o*er ; 

Whilft I attend th' inviting fpring. 
In fields where birds unfetter'd foar. 



SONG. 
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SONG. Written in Winter 1743. 

By the Seme. 

J. 

THE fun, his gladfome beams withdrawn. 
The hills all white with fnow. 
Leave me dejected and forlorn f 
Who can defcribe my woe ? 
But not the fun's warm beams could chear. 

Nor hills, tho^ e*er fo green, 
Unle(3 my Damon ihonld appear. 
To beautify the fcene. 

II. 
The frozen brooks, and pathlefs rsH^, 

Disjoin my love and me ! 
The pining bird his fate bewails 

Qn yonder leadefs tree ! 
'But what to me are birds or brooks. 

Or any joy that's near ? 
Heavy the lute, and dull the books. 
While Damon is not here ! 

III. 
The Laplander, who, half the year. 

Is wrapt in ihades of night, 
Monms not, like mQ,> his winter drear 1 
Nor wifhes more for liglit. 

lUit 
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But whMt were light without my brc^ 

Or objeds c*cr (a fine ? 
The flowery meadow, field, orgrove^ 

If Damon be not mine } 

IV. 
Each moment, from my dear away* 

Is a long age of pain ; 
FIj fwift, ye hours, be calm the day. 

That brings my love again ! 
O hafte and bring him to my arms ; 

Nor let as ever part ; 
My bread (hall beat no more alarms. 

When I fecore his heart. 




Written to a near Neighbour in a tempcftuoui 

Night 1748. 

Bj thi Same. 

I. 

YO U bid ray mufe not ceafe to fing» 
Yon bid my ink not ceafe to flow i 
Then fay it ever fhall be fpring, 

And boifterous winds (hall never blow : 
When you fuch miracles can.prove, 
rU fing of friendixip, or of love* 

III But 
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II. 

Bot now, alone, by ftorms oppfeff. 

Which harlhly in my ears refound ; 
No chearfal voice with witty jeft. 

No jocund pipe to ftiU die found } 
Untrained befide in verfe-iike ait^ 
How ihall my pen exprefs my heart ? 

III. 
In vain I call th* harmonious nine. 

In vain implore Apollo^s aid ; 
Obdurate, they refufe aline. 

While {jpleen and care my reft invade^ 
Say, (hall we Morpheus next implore. 
And try if dreams befriend us more ? 

IV. 
Wifely at leaft hell flop my pen. 

And with his poppies crown my brow 7 
Better by fir in lonefome den 

To fleep unheard of than to glow 

With treacherous wildfire of the brain, 
Th* intoxicated poet*s bane. 

Written at a Firme Orrne near Birmingham *, 

Auguft 7tb, 1749* 

By tbi fime. 

f ^T^ I S Nature here bids pleaiing fce^ps arUe, 

JL And wifciy gives them CyDthi<^ to rcWfc : 

To 
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TovcacackUeoxlk; far%htai every grace ; 
Tet fil pKcferre the lovd j Parentis £kc 

Hovw^ Ac baid obeys, each Talky tdb ; 
TlKfelnddftreams, ^jmeads, and looidj ceils i 
Wlme iBodeft ait in filence lurks CQiioeal*d: 
Wliile Natnre fhincs, fo graccfiilly rcreal^d* 
That She trioBpliant daims the total plan ; 
Aad, with frdh pride, idopu the wotk of man. 




>^-^-^^ 



The GOLDFINCHES. An Elegy. 

By Mr. J a g o. 



^Imgemuti ^Acijfi fiielitar artts 



iwnllit mores ^ nee finit e£e /eras. 



TO you, whofe groves proted die featherM quires 
Who lend their artlefs notes a willing ear. 
To yoo, whom pltjr moves, and tafle iafpiics. 
The Doric ftrain belongs ; O Shenftone, hear. 

*Twas gentle fpring, when all the tonelbl race. 
By natnre taught, in nuptial leagues combine : 

A goldfinch joy'd to meet the warm embrace. 
And hearts and fortunes with her mate to join. 

III. TW 



Thro' Nature's fpacious walks at large tkey rang\|^ 
No fettled haunts, no fix'd abode their aim ; 

As chance or fancy led, their path they changed* 

I'henfelyeSy in ev'ry vary'd fcene, the fame ^ 

Till on a day to weighty cares refiga'd, 

With mutual choice, alternate, they agreed. 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their mind. 
But fettle fbberly, and ralfe a breed. 

AH in a garden, on acurrant-bufh. 

With wond'rous art they built their waving feat: 
in the next orchat liv'd a friendly thrufli. 

Nor diftant far, a woodlark's foft retreat. 

Here blefl with eafe, and in each other bleft. 

With early fongs they wak'd the fprightly groves^ 

Till time matur'd their blifs, or crown'd their neftr 
With infant-pledges of their faithful loves. 

And now what tranfport glow'd in either's eye f 
What equal fondnefs dealt th' allotted food! 

What joy each other's likenefs to defcry, 
And future fonnets in the chirping brood! 

But ah I what earthly happinefs can laft ? 

How does the faireft purpofe often fail ? 
A truant-fchool-boy's wantonnefs could blaA 

Their rlfing hopes,^nd leave them both to wail. 

Thff 
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The moft angende of his tribe was he ; 

No gen'roas precept ever touched his heart t 
With concords falfe, and hideous proibdy 
» He icrawrd his taik» and blundered o*er his part. 

On barb'roQs plunder bent, with favage eye 

He marked where wrapt in down the yoonglins hy. 

Then mihing feiz^d the wretched £unj]y. 
And bore them in his impious hands away. 

But h^w (hall I relate in numbers rude 

The pangs for poor * Chryfbmitris decreed f 

When from a neigh^bring fpray aghaft fhe viewed 
The cruel fpoiler perpetrate the deed! 

So wrapt in grief fome heart-ftruck matron fU&dSj 
While horrid flames furround her children*s room ! 

On heav*n (he calls, and wrings her trembling hands, 
Confbrain*d to fee, but not prevent their doom. 

•* O grief of griefs ! with ihrieking voice fhe cry'd, 
" What fight is this that I have liv'd fo fee ? 

** O ! that I had a maiden-goldfinch died, 
«< From love*s falfe joys, and bitter forrows free ^ 

•* Was it for this, alas ? with weary bill, 

" Was it for this, I pois'd th' unwieldy ftraw f 

•• For this I pick'd the mpfs from yonder hill ? 
•• Nor fhun'd the pondVous chat along to draw ? 

* Chrydmitris, it feems, it the name for a goidnnih. 
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** Was it for this, I ctiird the wool with care ? 

" And ftrove with all my (kill oar work to crown f 
€* For this, with pain I bent the ftubbom hair ? 

** And linM our cradle with the thiftle's down I 

^ Was it for this, my freedom I refign^d ; 

** And ceasM to rove fi-om beauteous plain to plain i 
'* For this I fate at home whole days confinM, 

** And bore the fcorchingheat, and pealing rain I 

** Was it for this, my watchful eyes grow dim ? 

** The crimfon rofes oamy cheek turn pale I 
** Pale is my golden plumage, once fo trim ; 

<* And all my wonted (pints *gin to fail. 

« O plundVer vile ! O more than weezel fell! 

** More treacherous than the cat with prttdiih^Buce! 
** More fierce than kites with whom the furies dwell \ 

*^ More pilTring than thecnckow^s prowling racel 

*' For thee may plumb or goolb^ry never grow, 
** No juicy currant cool thy clammy throat : 

** But bloody birch-twigs work thee fliameful woe, 
^* Nor ever goldfinch cheer thee with her note.** 

Thus fang the mournful bird her piteous tale; 

The piteous tale her mournful mate returned : 
Then fide by fide they fought the diilant vale. 

And there in $lent fiidnds inly mourn'^d. 
Vol.. IV. .X Thf 
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The BLACKBIRDS. An Elegy. 

By the Same, 

TH £ fun had chas*d the moantain (how. 
And kindly loosed the frozen folly 
The melting ftreams began to flow. 
And plowmen urg'd their annual toil. 

*Twal dieh, amid the vocal throng 
Whom nature wakes to mirth and loft^ 

A blackbird raisM his amorous foi^. 
And thus it echoed thro* the grdire.. 

O faireft of the feadier*d trm f 
For whom I fing, for whom I bf^ 

Attend with pity to my (h^in. 
And grant my love a ^nd return. 

For fee the wintry (lorms are flown, > 

And gentle Zephyrs fan the air ; 
Let us the genial influence own. 

Let us the vernal paflime fliare. 

The raven plumes his jetty wing 

To pleafe his croaking paramour ; 
The larks refponflve ditties flng. 

And tell their paiSon as they foar. 
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But traft^^ ini^ toVe, the raven's wing 

Is not to. it compared with mine i 
Nor can the l^k ibXi^^eetly fing 

i^s I, who ihvagth with fweetnefs joiiu 

O! let me All thy fteps attend ! 

I'll pomt new'treaiores to thy^ght : 
Whether the J^iwc thy wilh befriend. 

Or hedge-rows g reen, or meadows bng|ht. 

I'll (hew my lent the cleareft I'll! 

Whofe (breams among the pebbtesftriy; 
Thefe will wtr (Ip, and fip our fill. 
Or on the flow'ry margm play. 

Ill lead her to the thickeft brake, ] 

Impervious td the fchool-boy^s eye ; / 

For her the p1^fter*d neft Pll make. 
And on her downy pinions lie. 

When prompted by k mother's care 

Her warmth (hall form th' imprifon*d yoimg. 

The pleafmg tafk Til gladly (hare. 
Or cheer her labours with my fong. 

To bring her food 111 range the fields^ 

And cull the beft of ev'ry kind ; 
Whatever nature's bounty yields. 

And love's affiduous care can find. 

X z And 
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And when my lovely mate would ftmf 
To tafte the fiimmer fweets at large^ 

111 wait at home the live-long day. 
And tend with care our little charge* 

Then prove with me the fweets of love. 

With me divide die cares of life ; 
No ba(h (hall boaft in all the grove 

So fond a fiiate» ib bleft a ynh* 

He ceased his fong. The melting dame 
With foft indulgence heard the ftrain ; 

She felty (he own'd a motoal flame. 
And hafted to relieve his pain. 

He led her to the nuptial bow*r» 

And neiUed clofely to her fidp ; 
The fondeft bridegroom of that hour. 

And ihe, the mod delighted bride. 

Next morn he wak*d her with a fbng, 
<< Beholdy he faid» the new-bom day ! 

'< The lark his matin peal has rung, 
" Arife, my love, and come away." 

Together through the fields they flrayM, 
And to the murm^ng riv'let*s fide ; 

Renewed their vows, and hopped and played. 
With honeft joy, 4ind decent pride. 

I Wh 
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When oil ! with grief the mafe idalei 
The moumfttl fequel of my tale i 

Sent by an order from the £ates 
A gunner met them in the vale, 

Alarm'd the lover cried. My dear, 
Hafte, hafte away, from danger fly ; 

Here, gunner, point thy thunder here ; 
O ipare my love, and let me die^ 

At him the gunner took his aim i 
His aim alas was all too true : 

O ! had he chofe fome other game ! 
Or (hot— —as he was wont to do ! 

Divided pair! forgive the wrong. 
While I with tears your ^te rehearfe ; 

111 join the widow^s plaintive fong. 
And fave the lover in my verfe. 

The R A K E, 

By a Ladj in Niw England^ 



Viiio meliora frohfUf 



Dtteriora ftfuor. Hor, 



A 



N open heart, a generous mind. 
But paffion's flave, and wild as win4: 

X3 
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In Acory. •.judge of p^^K ; 

Tho' banUh'd ftpip. its praffice qqite.; 

So loofe, fo proftitute of fool^ 

His nobler wit Uejeomcs th^ toflj. 

Of every importuning fool : 

A thoufand virtines mifepply'd; 

While re^oi^ floats Qix paHioii'ft 1»4a ; 

The ruin of the chafte and fMy 

The parent's corfe,. the Tirgia't fnarc : 

Whofe falfe example leads aftray 

The young, the thong^defs, and the gay ; 

Yet, left alone to cooler thought. 

He knows, he fees, he feels his fault ; 

He knows his fault, he feels, he views^ 

Detefling what he moft purfues : 

His judgement tells hi^, all his gains 

For fleeting joys, are lalUng pains : 

Reafon with appetite contending. 

Repenting ftill, and flill oflFending : 

Abi(fer of the gifts of nature, 

A wretched, felf-condemning creature. 

He pafles o'er life'*s ill-trod ftage.; 

And dies, in youth, the prey of age ! 

The fcom, the pity of the wife. 

Who iQve^ lai^ent him-^an4 defpife I 



FLOWISRS. 
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FLOWERS. 

, ' ' ' 

By Anthony Whjstler, EJjf , 

Ego apis pu(tin^e 
More modoqve^ 
Grata carpentis tbyma, Hoii^ 

L 

LE T fages, with fuperfluous painty 
The learned page devour ; 

While FloiiQ. better. knowledge drains 

From each infbradiive flowV, 

II, 
His fav'rite Rofe his fear alarms. 

All opening to the fun; 
Like vain coquetry wjio fpread their channi^, 

And fhine, to bf undone, 

III. 
The Tulip, gaudy in its drefy. 

And made for nought bpt ihow^ 
I|i every fenfe, inay well exprefs 

The glittering, e^pty beau! 

The Snow-drop firft but peeps to light. 

And fearful (hews its head ; 
Thus modeft merit fhines more bright. 

By felf-diifa-ttil mifled. 

X 4 V. Th* 
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V. 

W Aaric1a» wUch duo* labour rofity 

Yet fliines comphtt by art. 
The force of edoctdon toawsi 

Howmoch it can impa^. 

VI. 
He marks die Senfithre^s nice fit; 

Nor fears he to prodainiy 
If each man^s darling vice were hi^ 

That he wbold aS tbifami. 

VII. 
Beneadi each common hedge» he views 

TheViolety widieare; 
Hindng we fhonld not wordi fefufe^ 
Altho* we find it there, 

VIII. 
The Taberofe that lohy fpings. 

Nor can fupport its height. 
Well reprefents imperious kings ; 
Grown impotent by might. 

IX. 
Fragrant, tho* pale, the Lily blows; 

To teach the female breaft, 
How virtue can it's fweets difclofe 
In all complexions dreft. 

X.T 
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X. 

To evety bloom that crowm the y««r, 

m 

Nature foxne charm decrees ; 
Learn hence, ye nymphsj, her face to wear. 
Ye cannot foil to pleaie. 

SONG. By the Same. 

WHILE, Strephofii thus yoateize one, 
To fay, what won my heart ; 
It cannot fore be treafon. 
If I the truth impart. 

*Twas not your finile, tho* charming ; 

^Twas not ycfor eyes, tho* bright; 
*Twas not your bloom, tho* warming; 

Nor beauty*8 daz'lmg light. 



'Twas not your drefs, tho*(hining; 

Norihape, that made me figh : 
'T was not your tongue, comUning, 

For that I knew-— ^^might lye. 

No— ^twas your generous nature ; 

Bold, foft; fincere, and gay ; 
It (hone in every feature. 

And ftole my heart away. 



The 
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The CABINET. 

^^ Ver&s oo Roman Medalst ToNf^-^< 

By Mr. Greafes^ 

L 

LO F tbe^ich Ca&et's xninuc dome ! 
Where cells in gracefol jramn. 
'Xht triumphs of imperii itoau:. 
In miniatore difdofe. 

n. 

Lefs facred far thofe tin(el Ihij^^^ 

In which the fainted bones, 
i^nd relicks, modern Rome <:pn£neS| 

Of legendary drones. 

III. 
In figurM brafs we here behold 

From time's wide wafte retriev*d, 

What patriots firm or heroes bold 

lu peace or war atchiev'd. 

IV. 

Or filvcr orbs, in feries fair. 

With titles deck'd aroond, 
frefcnt each Caefar's face and air 
With rays 9r laoreU cravwQu*4v 

V. Ages 



V. 

Ages to coiQ^ ib^U b^nce be taoght^ 

In lafting lines exprefs^dt 
How mighty J|Qlil;u& fpoke or foogb^ 
Or Cleopatra-4refs'd. 

VI. 

Aaguftus here y/ith placid i^iea* 

Bids raging difcord ceafe ; 
The gates pf War clofe-barjif'd we feeii, 

I 

And all the world is peace. 

YII. 
A race of tyrants then fucceeds,, 

Who frown with brow (tverc j 

Yet tho* we fhudderattheir.deedsi 

Ev'n Nero charms ua here. 

VIIL 
Thus did the blooming Titus look. 

Delight of human kind; 

Great Hadrian thus, whofe death befppfcc 

His firm yet gexide mind. 

IX. 

Aurelius too I thy floic face 

Indignant we compare 
With young Fauftina's wanton grace^ 
And meretricious air. 

X, 

^ach paflion here and virtue ihines 

In liveliefl emblems drefs'd : 
f^cfs ftrong in Tully's ethic lines. 

Or Plato's flights e2^pre&*d. 

*^ XI. Witl^ 
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XI. 
With lieiglitai^d grace in yerdant rnft^ 

Each work of anctent art; 

The; temple, cdlomn, archorbuft 

Their wcmted charms impart. 

XL 
All-glorioiis Rome, thro* mardal toil^ 

Beneath each zone obey*d» 

ShewM everj province, trophy, fpcStp 

On current gold difplay'd. 

XIII. 
Hence prodigab, diat vainly fpend^ 

P^pomote the great defign i 

And mifers aid ambition's end» 

Who treafore op the coin* 

XIV. 
Thepeafant finds in every dime 

The fcientifick ore ; 

Whilft on the rkh remains, of time. 

The Ieam*d with rapture pore. 

XV. 
Each fading ftroke they now retrace. 

Each legend dark unfold : 

Then in hiDlorxc order place,-*- 

And copper vies with gold. 

XVI. 
Happy the fagc f like you, my friend. 

The evening of whofe days, 

Hcav'n grants in that fair vale to fpend ' 

Where Thames delighted ftrays. 



XVII. T 
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XVII. 

To medals diere and books of taile 
Thofe moments you coniign. 

Which barren minds ignobly walle 
On dogSy or cards, or wine. 

XVIII. 

Whilft I *mid rocks and favage woods 

Enjoy thefe golden dreams ; 
^ Where Avon winds to mix her floods 
With Bladad's healing ibreams. 




rv;. 



PANACEA: 
Or, The Grand Reftorativc. 

By the Safne^ 

WE L C O M E to Baix's ftreams, ye fons of fpleen. 
Who rove firom fpa to fpa — to fliift the fccno. 
While round the fteaming fonnt> you idly throng, 
Come» learn a wholefome fecret from myfong. 

Ye fair, whofe rofes feel th' approaching froft. 
And drops fupply the place of fpirlts loft : 
Ye *fquires, who rack'd with gouts, at heav'n rejpine j 
Condemned to water for excefs in wine : 
Ye portly cits, fo corpulent and full. 
Who tat and drink till appetite grows dnU t 

Foi 
• Clavtf Ion nttr Bath, i75#. 
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1?6t wkets and bitters then onftring the paricy 

Whilfl nature more oppreft gi^ws Woife aind worfe : 

Duj>cs to the craft of pill-preicribfng leaches : 

You nod or laugh at what flie parfon prdadxes : 

Hear then a rhyming quack, — whoipnrns yotnr wealth) 

And gratis gives a fure receipt for health. 

No more thus vainly roam o^er fea and land. 

When lo ! a fovereign remedy at hand i 

Tis Temperance — ftale cant ! — Tis Failing theni 

Heav Vs antidote againft the fms of me^. 

Foul luxury's the caufe of all your pain : 

To fcourth*obftrufted glands, abftain! abftain*? 

Fad and take reft, ye candidates lor fleep. 

Who from high food tormenting vigils keep : 

Fad and be fat — thou ftarveling in a gown : 

Ye bloated, fail— 'twill furely bring you down. 

Ye nymphs that pine o'er chocolate and rolls. 

Hence take frefh bloom, frefti vigour to your fouls. 

Fall and fear not — you'll need no drop or pill : 

Hunger may (larve, excefs is fur e to kill. 

The HEROINES, or Modern Memoirs. 



I 



By the Same. 

N ancient times, fome hundred winters paft. 
When Britifh dames, for coofcience fake^ were chaft. 

If 
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lir fome frail nymph, by youthful paffion fway'd^ 
From virtue's paths unhappily had (hrayM ; 
When bdnifh*d reafon re-aflum'd her place. 
The confcious wretch bcwail'd her foul difgrace ; 
Fled from the world and pafs'd her joylefs years 
In decent folitude and pious tears ; 

Veird in fome convent made her pea<ie wtf^heavi 
And almoft hop*d^by Prudes to be forgiven* 

Not fo of modern wh--^re3 th* illultnoas trani» 
RenownM Conftantia, P— ton and V-^-^ne : 
Grown old in fin, and dead to amorous joy. 
No a£ls of penan<!e thetr gre^ fouls emplby. 
Without a blufh behold each nymph stdvatictf^ 
The Ittfcious Heroine of her own romance. 
Each harlot triumphs in her lo(s of fame. 
And boldly prints and publlfhes her fhame. 






The PARTI N G. 

• By the Same. 

Written fome Years after Marriage. 

I. 

TH E rifing fun thro' all thegrovt 
DiiFus'd a gladfome ray : 
My Lucy fmil'd and talked of love. 

And every thing look'd gay, 

II. But 






[33O 

IL 

lot oh! die fatal hour was come 
That forced me from my dear : 
My.Locy then thro* grief was domb. 
Or ^ke bat by a tear. 

III. 
Now far from her and blifs I roam^ 

AH nature wears a change; 
The azore iky feems wrapt in gloom^ 
And erery place looks ftrange. 

IV. 
Thole flowery fields^ diis verdant feene. 

Yon larks diat towering fing. 

With lad contraft increafe my fpleen 

And make me loath the fpring. 

V. 
My books dnt wont to footh my mind 

No longer now can pleafe : 
There only thofe amufement find 
That have a mind at eafc. 

VI. 
Nay life itfelf is taftelefs grown 

From Lucy whilil I firay : 
Sick of the world I mufe alone 
And figh the live-long day. 

1748 



ODI 



• / 



[ 337 1 

O D E to a Young Lady, 

Somewhat too foUicitous about her manner 

of cxpreflion. 

SURVEY, my fair! that lucid ftrcam 
Adown the (iniling valley firay i 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream* 
To regulate its winding way f 

So pleas'd I .view thy fhining hair 

In loofe difhevel'd ringlets flow ; 
Not all thy art, not all thy care 

Can there one (ingle grace beftow. 

Survey again that verdant hill. 

With native plants enamePd o'er j 
Say, can the painter's utmofl fkill 

Inftru£t one flow'r to pleafe us more f 

As vain it were, with artful dye. 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe ; 

And oh may Laura, ere (he try. 
With fre(h vermilion paint the rofe. 

Hark, how the wood-lark's tuneful throat 

Can every ftudy'd grace excel ; 
Let art condrain the rambling note. 

And will (he, Laura, pleafe fo well f 
V<?t. IV. Y Oil 
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Ok ever keep thy native cafe. 

By no pedantic laws confined ! ' 
For Laura's voice is fbrm'd to pleaie. 

So Laura^s words be not unkind. 

ODE to M E M O R Y. 1748, 

By William Shenstons, £fq; 

I. 

O Memory ! celellial maid! 
Who glean*il the ilow'rets cropt by time ; * 
And, fufFering not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv'ft the blofibms of our prime ; 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lefbia kind, 

II. 

And bring that garland to my fight. 

With which my favoured crook (he bound ; 
And bring that wreath of rofes bright 

Which then my feftive temples crowned. 
And to my raptured ear convey 
The gentle things (he deign'd to fay. 

III. 
And iketch with care the mufe*s bowV, 

Where Ifis rolls her filver tide ; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flowV 

That ihines on Cherwell*s verdant fide f 
If fo thou may^ft thofe hours prolong, 
When poliih'd Lycon join'd my fong. 
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The fong it Vails not ta recite- 
Batfare^ to footh oar youthful dreams, 

Thofe banks and (beams appeared more bright 
Than other banks, than other (breams : 

Or by thy foftening pencil (hewn, j 

Affixmt they beauties not their own ? 

V. 

And paint that fweetly Vacant fcene. 

When, all beneath the poplar boagh|^ 
My rpirits light, my foul ferene, 

I breathed in veriTe one cordial vow ; 
That nothing (hould my foul infpire. 
But friendfhip warm, and love entire* 

VI. 
Dull to the fenfe of new delight^ 

On thee the drooping mofe attends i 
As feme fond lover, robbM of fight; ^ 

On Ay expreffive pow'r depends i 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lineSjl 
To live the lord of all that (hinei. 

VII. 
But let me chafe thofe vows siway 

Which at ambition*^ (hcine I mad^j^ 
Nor evet let thy ddjl difpiay , 

Thofe anxious momeoisi ill rep^ud : , 
Oh I from my breaft that feaion rafe^ 
And bring my cbilcUiood in itt place* 

Y 2 VIII. Bring 
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VIIL 
Bring me the bells^ the rattle bring. 

And bring the hobby I beftrode ; 
fVhen pleas'd, in many a fportive ring, 

Around the room I jovial rode : 
ET*n let me bid my lyre adieu, . 
And bring the whiftle that I blew. 

IX. 

Then will I mufe, and peniive fay. 

Why did not thefe enjoyments laft T 
How fw^jetly wafted I the day. 

While innocence allow'd to wafte ? 
Ambition^s toils alike are v^. 
But ah ! for pleafure yield us pain. 

The Princefe ELIZABETH: 

A Ballad alluding to a Story recorded of her, when 
fhe was a rrifoner at Woodftock 1554. 

[Bv tie Same. 

WILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza caj)tive lay ? 
Each ambitious thought refigning. 
Foe to riches,, pomp, and fway ? 

While the nymphs and iwains delighted 

Tript around in fcll their pride j 
Envying joys b/ others flighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 

Bred 
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Bred on plaias, or born in vaUies, 
Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu f 

Stranger to the arts of malice> 
Who would .ever courts purfue ? 

Malice never taught to treafure, 
Cenfure never taught to bear : 

Love is all the fhepher4's pl^afiira ; 
Love is all die damfers care'. 

How can they of humble flation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs abovc^ ? 

Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love? 

Love like air is widely given ; 

Pow'r nor chance can thefe reftrain ; 
Trued, nobled gifts of heaven ! 

Only pureft on the plain f 

Peers can no fuch charms difpover. 
All in flars and garters dreil. 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his i^fegay oil his breaft. 

Finks and rofes in profufion, 
. Said to fade when Chloe's near; 
Fops may ufc the fame alluiion, 
Biat the (hepherd is fmcere. 
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Hark to yonifor «ntk.4xuud fiagiiig, 
Chearly o'er the brixniniiig pail $ 

Cowilips all around her fpringiiig 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never ytt did courdy maid^ 
Move fo fprighdy, look fo fair f 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo vmd of care. 

Would indulgent heav'n had jgranted 

Me fome rural damfePs part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

.Then had been my ihepherd^s heart. 

Then, with him, o'er hills and moantaim. 

Free from fetters, might I rove ; 
Fearlefs tade the cryftal fountains ; 
^ Peaceful fleep beneath the grove. 

B>ufticks had been more forgiving 1 

Partial to my virgin Uoom : 
None had envy'd me when living ; 

None had triumphed o'er my tomb. 



VERSES 
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VERSES written towards the cldc of the 

Year 1748: to William Lyttelton, ECj; 

By the Sanu* . . 

HOW blithely pafs'd the fummer's da/ ! 
How bright was every fiow'r ! 
While friends arriv'd, in circles gay. 

To vifit Damon's bow'r. 

I. ■ ^ 

But now. With iilent flep^ I range 

' Along fome lonely ihore ; 
And Damon's bow'r, das the change ! 
Is gay with friends no more. 

Away to crowds and cities borne 

In queft of joy they fteer ; 
Whilftlahs! am left forlorn, 

To weep the parting year I 

O pendve Autanm ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face to fee ! 
When languid fans are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
Hafte, Winter, hafte; ufurpthefkyj 

Compleat my bowVs decay. 
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Yon' fickcning leaves retain ; 
That ipeak at once of ^leafore pail. 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, I gaze around. 

My diftant fcenes require ; 
Where all in murky vapours drown'd 

Arehamlety hill* andfpire. 

Tho' Thomfon, fweet defcriptive bard? 

Jnfpiring Autumn fung ; 
Yet how ijiould we the months regard, 

Tb^t ftopM his flowing tongue ? 

Ah lucklefs months, of all the refi. 

To whofc hard fhare it fell ! 
For fure he was the gentjefl: breaft 

That ever fung fo well. 

And fee, the fwallows now difown 

The roofs they lov'd before ; 
IBach, like his tuneful genius, flown 

To glad fome happier fliore. 

The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright. 

The fportfman's frantick deed ; 
While hounds and horns and yells unite^p 

Tp drown the mi^fe'^ reed. 

Ye 
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Ye fields v^ith blighted herbage brownl 

Ye Ikies no longer blue ! 
Too much ,we feel from fbrtane's frown^ 

To bear thefe frowns from you. 

Where is the mead's unfullied green f 

The zephyr's balmy gale ? 
And where fweet friendfhip's cordial miens 

That brighten'd every vale ? 

What tho' the vine difclofe her dyes. 

And boaft her purple ftore ; 
Not all the vineyard's rich fupplies 

Can foothe our forrows more. 

^e ! he is gone, whofe moral ibain 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 
He ! he is gone, whofe focial ve^n 

Surpafs'd the pow'r of wine. 

Faft by the ftreams he deign'd to praife^ 

In yon' fequefter'd grove. 
To him a votive urn I raife ; 

To him, and friendly love^ 

Yes there, my friend! forlorn and fad, 
I grave your Thomfon's name j 

And there, his lyre ; which fate forba4 
Tp found your growing fame. 



Tliw 
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There (htU my t>Uiiitive fong recooitt 

Dark themes of hopeleft woe ; 
And, fafter than the dropping SdoxU^ 

111 teach mine eyes to flow. 

There leaves^ in fpite of Antnmiiy gieco. 

Shall (hade the hallow'd groond ; 
And Spring will there again be feen. 

To call forth flowers aroond. 

But no kind fims will bid me fliare. 

Once more. His focial hoar ; 
Ah Spring! thoo never canft repair 

This lofs^ to Damon's bowV. 

SONGS. 

By tbi Same* 
I. 

IN a vale fringM with woodland, where grottos abound, 
And rivulets murmur, and echoes refound, 
I vowM to the Mufes my time and my care ; 
^ince neither could win me the fmiles of my fair* 

As freedom inipir'd me, I ranged and I fung ; 

And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue t 

But if once a fmooth accent delighted my ear, 

f ihould wiib, unawares, that my Daphne might hear* 
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With fairefl: ideas my bofom I (lor'd ; 
/Ulufions to none but the nymph I ador'd : 
And the more I with ftudy my fancy rcfin'd. 
The deeper impreilion (he made on my mind. 

Ah ! whilft I the beauties of nature purfue, 
I ftill muft my Daphne's fair image renew : 
The Graces have chofen with Daphne to rove, 
y^nd the Mufes are all in alliance with Love. 

11. Daphne's Vifit. 

YE birds I for whom I rear'd the grov«. 
With melting lay falute my love : 
My Daphne with your notes detain : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain# 

Ye flowVs ! before her footfteps rife ; 
Difplay at once your brightefl dyes ; 
That fhc your opening charips may fee : 
Or what were all your charms tome? 

Kind Zephyr I brufb each fragrant flowV^ 
And fhed its odours round my bowV : 
Or never more, O gentle wind» 
Shall I, from thee, refrefluncnt find^ 

Ye flreams 1 if e'er your banks I lov'd, • - 
It e'er your native founds improv'd, 
May each foft murmur foothe my fair : 
Or oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 



AM 
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Aii<f tkoo, my grbt ! whofc lonely hoiud$ 
The melaBchol/ pine farronnds. 
May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ; 
Of thoo (halt prove her Damon's tomb : 

III. The RosE-BcTD. 

S£ £y Flavia» fee that budding rofe^ 
How bright beneath the bu(h it glows i 
How fafely there it lurks concealed ; 
How quickly blafted^ when reveal'd ! 

The fhn with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 
A blaft defcendf from eaflem ikies. 
And all its blofhing radiance dies. 

Then guard, my fair f your charms divine j 
And check the fond defire to fhine 
Where fkme's tranfporting rays allure. 
While here more happy, more fecure. 

The breath of fome negledled maid . 
Shall make you figh you left the fhade; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind. 
As, to the rofe, an eaftem wind. 

The nymph reply 'd, *' You firft, my fwain, 
'♦ Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
*^ One envious tongue alike difarms, 
[' You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 

« What 
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** What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
*' Or what, unknown, the poet's fkill ? 
*' What, unadmir'd, a charming mien^ 
•' Or what the rofe's blufh, unfeen ? 

IV. Written in a CoUeftion of Bacchanalian SortgjL 

ADIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wtat ; 
And, as your dazled eye-balls roll. 



And, as your dazled eye-balls roll, 
Defcem him ftruggling in the bowL 

Nor yet is hope fo wholly flown. 
Nor yet is thought fo tedious growa^ 
But limpid flream and fliady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me. 

And fee, thro* yonder fllent grove. 
See yonder does my Daphne rove ; 
With pride her foot-Heps I purfue^ 
And bid your frantick joys adieu. 

The fole corOfufion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne^s eyes iniplre : 
I fcorn the madnefs you approve^ 
And value reafon next to love. 



V. Imicaud 
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V. Imitated from the FrkncS. 

YE S^ thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I flray*d| 
Bat fhort was hef fway for fo lovely a maid f 
In the bloom of her youth to iidoifterihenms 
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun I 
ni'groandedy no donbt, a devotion mud prove 
So fatal to beauty, (b killing to love ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the (hrabs and the pbiai; 
Once the fcene of my pleafares, the fcene of my pains ; 
How many foft moments I fpent in this grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervem my lovt f 
Be ftill tho% my heart ; thine emotion give t^er; 
Remember, the feaibn of love is no more. . 

With her how I ilrayM amid fi^ntains and bow^rs^ 
Or loitered behind and collected the flowers ! 
Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one parfu^d. 
And to think with what kinduefl my garland (he view'd! 
But be dill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o V ; 
Fain wouldd thou forget thou maft love her no more. 



RURAL 
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RURAL INSCRIPTIONS. 

By the Same. 

L On a Root -House* 

HE R £ in cool grot, and mofly cell. 
We rural fayes and faeries dwell : 
Tho' rarely feen by mortal cy«. 
When, the pale moon, afcending high. 
Darts thro' yon* limes her quivering beams. 
We friik it near thefe cryftal fbeams. 

Her beams, refiedled from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave; 
The turf, with daifies broiderM o'^er. 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 
Nor yet for artful flrains we call, 
Sut liilen to the water*s fall. 

Would you then tafte our tranquil fcene. 
Be fare your bofoms be ferene ; 
Devoid of hate, devoid of flrife. 
Devoid of all that poifons life $ 
And much it Vails you, in their place. 
To graft the love of human race. 



Aai 
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And tread with awe thefe favoured bow*rfi 
Kor wound the fhrubs nor bruife the flowVs ; 
So may your path with fweets abound ! 
So may your couch with reft be crowned! 
But harm betide the wayward Twain, 
Who dares our hallowM haunts profane ! 

Oberon. 

n. In a fhzdy Valley, near a running Water. 

O! Let me haunt this peaceful ihade ; 
Nor let ambition e'er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bow'r. 
That ihun her paths, and flight her powV. 

Hither the plaintive halcyon flies 
From focial meads and open fkies; 
Pleas'd, by this rill, her courfc to fteer^ 
And hide her faphire pitrmage here. 

The trout, bedropt with crimfbn ftains, 
Forfakes the river's proud domains ; 
Forfakes the fun's unwelcome gleam, 
Ta lurk within this hiimble flrcam. 

And fure I hear the Naiad fay, 

** Flow, flow, my fbream ! this devious way ; 

Though lovely foft thy murmurs are. 

Thy waters, lovely cool and fair I 
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Flow, gentle ftream ! nor let the Vain 
Thy fmall unfuUy'd flores difdain : 
Nor let the penfive fage repine. 



** Whofe latent courfe refembles thine. 

III. On a fmall Building in the Gothick Tafte. 

^r\ Rou tljat iiatlje in tDurtTp MpfTf t 
*^ ^r toplf in f0^ne*# jtiObsg fj^emt ! 
1^00 not too rafbipe tizttm ampffe 
^f liint, tHat bpOe^ eontenttti tttt* 

JIto; pet biflietsne t^e ruffet itoaU. 

IS>lipclie e*tr tacb carelefe ipmit lit fCpng^S 
1^0? pec berpiie tiie Beeci^tn ibotole^ 

Sin tofipcHe lie ^uaffiT tiie Ipmpili fprpng^ 

IFo^gptie Upm, if> at etie o? bauinf , 

^eboptie of mojlDIpe cache jde tlrap: 
0^, an Befpde fome flotoerpe lamne , 

^z toafte liijl tnoffenfltot tap* 

<^o map He parbonnt fraud f flrift, 

9!f fucli tn courtlpe iiaunt lie fee : 
IFo^ faulty tiiere iieene in ibufpe (pfe, 

jfrom uUDpcHe tjDefe peacefuU gtenne^ art fm« 
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A Paftoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. 

Written 1743. 

By the Same. 
Arhnfia bmmhfpu vyrica. Virc. 

L Absence. 
I. 

£ fhepherds fo chearfvl and gay. 



Y 



Whofe- flocks never carelcfsly roam ; 
ShonkL Corydon^s happen to ftray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mafe and to flgh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was fo watchful as I : 

■^I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

II. 
Now I know what it is, to have ftrove 

' With the torture of doabt and deiire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the mom. 

And the damps of eacji evening repell ; 
Alas \ I am faint and forlorn : 
—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 

III. Since 
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in. 

Since Phyllis vouchfaf *d me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook. 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleased me before ; 
Bat now they are paft, and I figh $ 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

IV. 

But why do I languifh in vain ? 

Why wander thus peniively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid» 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her { hayis ^ay*d, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

V. 
When forc'd the fair nymph to forego^ 

What angoifh I felt at my heart I 
Yet I thought — but it might not be fo— 

*Twas with pain that (he faw me departf 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew ; 

My pa^ I could hardly difcem ; 
So fweetly flie bade me adieu, 

I thought that (he bade me return. ^ 

? 2 The 
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VI. 
The plgrim dutt joiir&ejs all dxf 

To yifit foiBC £u-diftaot (hiinc. 
If he bear but a rdiqoe away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thas widely remov" d from the fidr. 

Where my vows» my derotion, I owe. 
Soft hope is the leliqne I bear. 

And my iblace where? er I go. 

II. Hop £. 
I- 

MY banks they are fomifh'd with bees, 
Whofe mnrmar invites one to deep; 
My grottos are (haded mik trees. 

And my hills are white-over with (beep, 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains all bordered with mois. 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

If. 
Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is boand : 
Not a beech*s more beautiful green. 
But a fweet-briar twines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
iut it glitters with filhes of gold. 

III. 6 
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III. 

One would think fhe might like ta retirir 

To the bow'r I have laboured to rear ; 
Not a fhrub that I heard her admire. 

Bat I hailed and planted it there. 

how fudden the jeflamin ftrove 
With the lilac to render it gay F 

Already it calls for my love. 

To prune the wild branches away. 

IV. 
From the plains, from the woodlands and groves. 

What ftrains of wild melody flow I 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow I 
And when her bright form fhall appear. 

Each bird ihall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

A» flie may not be fond to refign. 

V. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
Bat let me that plunder forbear. 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, fhe avcr'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its joung : 

And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tenderiiefs fall from her tonguer 

Z 3 VI. Xhavc 
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VI. 

t hare heard her with Aveetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to a dove : 

That it ever attended the bold. 

And ihe call'd it the fiiler of love. 
Bat her words fach a pleafure convey. 

So mach I her accents adore. 
Let her fpeak, and whatever (he fay, 

Methinks I fhoold love her the more. 

VII. 
Can abofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs I 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Thefe plains, and this valley defpife ? 
Dear regions of iilence and ihade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleaiingly ftray'd. 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafe. 

VIII. , 
But where docs my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are Her grots and her bowVs i 
Arc the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the fhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine } 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their love it not equal to mine. 

III. Sot- 
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III. SOLLICITUDE* 

I. 

WH Y will you my paffion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ftiew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien fhe enamours the brave ; 

With her wit fhe engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave ; 
She is ev'ry way pleafmg to me. 

11. 

you that have been of her train^ 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the Twain « 

That will fing but a fong in her praife. 
When he iings, may the nymphs of tlie town 

Come trooping, and liflen the while ; 
Nay on Him let not Phyllida frown : 

But I cannot allow her to fmilcw 

III. 
For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O hoWy with one trivial glance. 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind f 
In ringlets He dreiTes his hair. 

And his crook is be-(ludded around ; 
And his pipe— oh may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 
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IV. 

1^3 HTis wMi mock paffion to glow ; 

^Tis His in iinooth tales to unfold, 
** How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

**^ And her bofom, be fure, is as cold I 
*^ How the nightingales labour the flrain, 

«♦ With the notes of bis charmer to vie j 
•* How they vary their accents in vain, 

** Repine at her triumphs, and die.** 

V. 
To the grove or the gardtn he (brays. 

And pillages every fweet ^ 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
•* O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair, 

*^ More fweet than the jeflamin's fiow'r f 
^ What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 

** What is cglaatine, after a fliow'r ? 

VI. 
** Then the lily na longer is white ; 

** Then the rofc is deprived of its bloonv ; 
•* Then the violets die with defpight, 

•* And the wood-bines give up their perfume*. 
T&us g^ide the fofc numbers along. 

And he fancies no fhepherd his peer ; 
•-Yet I never fhould envy the fong. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 



VII. Let 
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VIL 
Let his croolc be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they ftiine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a llranger to Pariders tongue ; 
—Yet may fhe beware of his art. 

Or fure I mull envy the fong. 

IV. Disappointment* 

I. 

Y£ Ihepherds give ear to my lay. 
And take no more heed of my iheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair and my pailion begun s 

Shefmird and I could not but love; 

She is faithlefs r-and I am undone. 

II. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 
■That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than fnc. 
Ah ! love ev*ry hope can infpire ; 

It banifhes wifdom the while; 

And the lip of the njrmph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a finile. 

III. Skt 
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III. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone F 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endtire. 
Let reafon inftnidt you to (hun 

What it cannot inihrudl you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair» and how fickle they be. 

IV. 
Alas ! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes } 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofc. 
Yet time may diminiih the pain : 

The flowV, and the fhrub, and the tree» 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

V. 
The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which ^m folitude flows. 

Henceforth fhall be Corydon^s theme. 
High tranfports are (hewn to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beflow'd fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 
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' vr. 

ye woods, fpread your brancHes apace j 
To your deepeil recefles I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beads of the chace; 
I would vanifh from every eye. 

Yet my reed fhall refound thro' the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 

How (he fmird, and I could not but love ; 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone! 
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